“THE RED FALCON!” sidwaram scr Starts To-day ! 


e-MAGNET: 








ITEMS OF INTEREST FROM ALL QUARTERS 





Always glad to hear fron 


you, chums, so drop me a line to the following 
‘Tho Editor, The + Magnet” Library, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleetway 





Mouse, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4, 


No this issue apy tho first 
I ifigent instalment of Arthur 
Bteflens! now vera “The. Red 
Falcon,” and I am quite anxious 

to know what you think about it. 
believe it is going to be one of the most 
T have ever published— 

hat boy is thero who docan't royel 
in a stirring yarn of the good old days ” 
‘Av this story progresses 18 will keop you 
fesning at tho mystery which surrounds 
fiar"Covett ; end his, adventures, and 
I, Jerry MeLoan, will hold 

Etat the very ond. Tell 





popula ern 














your interes 
your chums about this rattling fino seria! 
Sand soo that you don’t miss a single 


instalment of it yoursolf ! Take my ti 
‘and tell your newsagent to reserve you & 
‘copy of the Maanur regularly ! 





Do you know which aro 


THE LARGEST PASSENGER-CARRYING 
ABROPLANES IN THE WORLD ? 


‘Jack Harford, of Dumfrios, asks me to tell 
him. ‘Tho.’ “Heracles” and the 
“Hannibal” types hold this distinction. 
Both aro owned by Imperial Airways, 
‘and the following particulars concerning 
them may bo of interest to many readers. 
Both have & span of 120 fect, a length of 
89} foot, and © height of 27 feet 3 inches 

Both, also, carry a crew of threo, bub the 
““Frorneles” type carry 38 passengers 
ag against tho “Hannibal” type’s 24. 
Here’ are tho technical details of both 


ore 
Te annibal ” : Four Bristol “ Jupiter 
XIF" ongines, 9-cylinder air-cooled 
, 90h. ops sone 
Tre ok Crusing speed 100 map, 
Rormilysxployed toeteon, Cara enc 
Karsh” Sult by Handley Pogo, ‘There 
Seth Ba eee ee Se 
(G-AAGX) ; Hanno (G-AAUD) ; Hadrian 
(G-AAUE) \d Horsa (G-AAUC). 
our Bristol Jupiter 
‘engines, Q-cylindor air-cooled 
Male with Suet Sato cupereangee 
dae olsorow refuolien goat, nah 200 EP. 
; esty secployed 
"ihre are 
ae tallows 
(G-AAXC) 2 Horatius 
» eae (G-AAXE) 3 and 
\AnXE) These, too, were Dalle 
bY Hundley Page. 






























N™ ‘comes a query concerning 
‘MOTOR-CYCLE RACING. 


Bernard Barclay, of Nottingham, wants 
to know if @ foreigner has ever won the 
British Tourist Trophy Raco? The 
‘newer is “No.” Although foreigners have 
tried their best to do 60, nono have ever 
‘been successful. On tho other hand, Great 
Britain has won every foreign road race 
of importance this year! Belgian 
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Grand Prix, which was the last of the big 
Continental Grand Prix races, and was 
run recently, resulted in Great Britain 
‘winning each of the four classes. ‘The 
Senior Class was won by Stanley Woods, 
of Dublin, who also won the last Senior 
‘Tourist Race. 
‘This country is oortainly 


PILING UP THE SPEED RECORDS ! 


On land, water, and air wo hol th 
records! Hore they are, up to date. Air 
Flight-Liout, Stainforth’s 408.8. im.p.h. 
Land: Sir’ Malcolm Campbell's 246.08 
mp.h.; and Water: Kayo Don'e recont 
110.81 'm.p-h. In addition to that, four 
railway records were broken by British 
trains last month. Tho natives of the 
land of Fisher T. Fish will havo to“ pull 
Bp their socks "if they want to beat that 
mundo 




















One of our lucky readers this wook is 
Harry Dean, of 7, Tanybryn Streot, 
Aberdare. I have just hha the pleasure of 
sending & top-notch Sheffield ‘steel pen- 
knife to him in return for the following 
rib-tiokling joke : 

Diner: “This milk is very weak, 
waiter! Can 
you account for 
ine 


Walter: 
Pa 
Be sata, Sr 


Pilo in with your attempts, chums! 
‘You may be one of the ‘ones ino 
week oF two! 





|g Qeaeeagetet cen to 


HOW “ROTTEN ROW” GOT 
ITS NAME 





CURIOUS STREET NAMES 
in London. Fancy « place called “Of 


Alley.” Its name was recently changed 
to York Placo. Tt was originally called 





after George Villiers, Duke of Buckingham, 


Boys 


whose estate was sold on 
condition that his name and 
title must be remembered. 

juently tho strocts wore 


named: George Street, Villiers 





“ Adelphi” 
{ot t Wthons,” and Adelohy 
in London, was so called 
‘voomuse it was built by two 
brothers, Robert and John 











Porhaps the most 
furious stroot in London. io 
+ in Hoxton, and is called 
Tha Land of Promise.” ‘The 
tigeee a 
amount for mush, bocauso 
of tho strect there ia—a 





at the end 
workhouse { 
ARRY FOREST, of Wivenhoe, 
tolls me he is méking «collection 

1080 interesting paragraphs 

which I have passed on to you 

on various occasions, and ho wants some 
more of them, So here are a few more 


THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE! 


The Crystal Palace ts Longer In Summer 
than in Winter 1. It in built of glass and 
fron, both of which expand in Heat. On 
& hot summer's day, the expansion 
amounts to as much aa ten inches | 

‘A Man Once Swam Four Thousand 
Miles 1 He started from the souroo of 
the Mississippi River, and swam all tho 
way to its mouth, éven swimming the 
numerous rapids, ’ Nesdless to say, ho 
water for poriods of reat, 
dit took him five m 












Portuguese—Nor are they mon-o'-war { 
‘Tho term is one given by sailors to the 
Nautilus, which P'S genus of cuttlee 


Human Belngs With Tongues Like 
Snakes! Although very rare, homan 
beings havo been known to have forked 
tongues like snakes | One German woman, 
whose tongue forked out into two at the 
‘end was unablo to speak # word | 


ust Zoom let to pring th 

imerick, for which Ht. Harrie, 
Shere Road, Ilford, Essex, gota @ 

real loather pooket wallet ! 

Poor Bunter 1 He generally Kiel 

When Quelohy hands out to him ** six.’ 

Bat this lucky day 

Just grinned away— 

stuffed his check breeches with 

bricks 1 














OOK out for noxt wook's ise, 


chams, Tn the long complete 
tale— 


“THE LURE OF THE GOLDEN 
SCARAB I” 


By Frank Richards, 


you will learn more about the amazing 
Edventures which "overtake Harry 
Wharton & Co. during their holiday in 
Egypt. There's plenty of fun in the yarn; 
too, and it is certeialy one of the bost 





| which this most popular author has ever 


given us. This splendid holiday serice 
gots better and better every wook. Now's 

1¢ time to introduce your chums to the 
Maower. 

In addition to # long instalment of our 
now sorial, there will also be another cheery 
Yam of Doctor Birchemall, entitlod: 

“Tho Bogua Hero!” and’ the usual 
shorter features. 








Cheerio until next wook, chums ! 
YOUR EDITOR, 


THRILLS AND FUN IN PLENTY! 





By FRANK RICHARDS. 


‘THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
Bound for Egypt! 

ILLY BUNTER removed Lord 
Maulevercr’s best Panama hat 
from hit, ballet head, ‘mopped 
is porspiting, podgy brow wit 

one of Harry Wharton's hondkerebiets, 
‘and gasped. 

Tt was hot! 

Harry Wharton & Co. had rathor 
cexpeoted to find it warm in the Mediter- 
ranean Sea in summor. They found it, 
perhaps, a little too warm for comfort; 
excopt Hurroo Jamsot Ram Si 
basked and rovelled in tho sun-blaze 
that rominded him of his native land. 
But they looked very choory and bright, 
Billy Bunter, on the other hand, seemed 
to regard tho heat as a special unkind 
trick purposely played on him by 
Nature, and he was annoyed. 

“Qooooogh!” said Bunter. 

Bob Cherry glanced round at him, 
with a cheery grin. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, old fat bean! 
Enjoying’ life?” he inquired. Warm as 
it was, Bob Cherry ,at least, seemed to 
havo ‘lost nono of’ his usial energy. 
Instead of sitting in a dockchair like 
tho other fellows, on the deck of the 
mas actively engaged with 
“yo-yo,” putting in a little practice, 
Tatler to "the “peril” of ‘his neat 
neighbours. Bob had a skilled hand 
‘with a cricket bat; but he had not yet 
Roquired skill with a “yo-yo,” and he 
seemed rather to use it as ‘a weapon 
of, offence. 

“Qooogh! No!” grunted Bunter. 
“It's hot! Beastly hot! I wish I was 
in, Margate!” 

“T wish you wore, old bean,” said 
Bob cordially. 

“Hear, hear!” assented Johnny Bull. 

“The ‘wishfulness is terrific!” con- 
cusred Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 

“This trip to Egypt,” remarked 


























Frank Nugent thoughtfully, “needs 

‘only one thing to make it perfect. If 

only Bunter was at Margate—” 
“He, ha, hi 

Gront from Billy Bunte 

‘The tno doubt th 
‘and Bunter 














igh, who eyes, 


Ancient and mysterious Egypt 
holds many attractions for 
Harry Wharton & Co.—not 
the least of them being an 
exciting hunt for a buried 
treasure worth a king’s ransom ! 








“This idea of a trip to Egypt was 
simply fatheaded, Mauly.” 

“Yass.” 

“You're « silly ass, Mauly.” 

Yaas.2 

“And a burbling 
Bunter. 

“Yous.” 

“Wo could have bad a ripping time 
at, Margato—” aria 

Fass 

«Dm sim ing!” 

fm smoly frying 

“Beast!” 

Billy Bunter, fanned himself with 
Mauly's best "Panama, grunted, and 
blinked round him morosely through his 
big spectacles. Hot as it was, the other 


idiot” hooted 





fellows found their surroundings 
Plessant enough, ‘Tho Greyfriars party 
iad travelled by train to Naples, and 
taken the steamer for Alexandria thors. 
Now they wero halfway on their 
journey, to the Egyptian port, and tho 
‘mountains of Creto loomed against tho 
blue sky, on tho port quarter—tho last 
land they were to seo until the shores 
of Egypt camo in sight. 

Later in tho season when tho rush 
for tho Nilo began, the steamers would 
be crowded, but in the hot weather 
there was" no crowd. Round tho 
churning steamer, rolled the Moditer- 
ranean, wide snd bluo, stretching, 

to infinity, inland sea as 
ly the Cretan hill-tops broke 
‘where tho sea mot the sky. 
Je distance from tho schoolboys 
ir Reginald Brooke, Maul 
‘as pacing tho dock slowly, 
versation With an Amorioan tourist. 
Other passengers wero leaning on the 
rail, or sitting in the deokchairs, road- 
ing’ newspapers, or consulting red- 
covered guide books. Stewards came 
and went with cooling drinks. Thoro 
was hardly a breath of air; and the 
hr9b of the engines sounded! with Loud 
distinctness, and there was rather an 
it from the engine-room. Billy 
ink landed on the blue hill- 
tops against the blue sky, 

“T say, you fellows! is that Egyp' 
ho asked. 

Harry ‘Wharton laughed. 

“Not, quite!” he answered. 
Creter”* 

“Are we far from Egypt?” 

“Only about threo hundred miles.” 

“Oh lor’! groaned Bunter. 

Tho island of Croto faded emay on 

a 

















een Oa 














“That's 
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“Don't say it’s hot!” said Bob Cherry. 
“We've had that onel” 

"I's boastly hot—® 

“Wait tnl you get to Egypt! You're 
‘only frying here! You'll bake there!” 

“Tho bakefulness will be terriée!” 
ghuckled Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh. 
“The esteemed Bunter will melt away 
into ridiculous tallow!” 

“Beast!” 

“Buck up, old fat man,” said Bob 








engouragingly. STjko to take & turn 
with my, *yo-yo"?”” 
“Yah? 


“Pl show you how to handle it,” 
suid Bob. “You see, you make the spool 
run down the string like that—and it 
comes back like that—and you run it 
sown again like that—” 

Bang! 

*Yaroooooo0h "” 

Did that hit your nose, Bunter?” 

“Ow! Wow! Beast!” roared Bunter. 

“Ha, ha, hal? oe 

Billy Bunter loft off fanning himself, 
and clasped both fat hands to his fat 
little nose, and roared. The "yo-yo 
had established contact there, perhaps 
by nooident, and perhaps not! 








‘THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
‘Bumps for Bunter ! 
ARRY WHARTON & CO. 
Tegped to their fect 
The Egyptian gentlomen sat 
and blin 
fat chump!” roared Harry 


hat !” gasped Nugent. 
‘Famous. Five rushed to. render 


H 





weight, and Hurreo rd 
‘Mauloverer lent s hand each to get him 
back to the perpendicular. 

‘He stood gasping. 

“awfully” sorry, sir!” gasped 


Wharton. 

“Quite an accident!” said Johnny 
Bull. 

“The sorrowfulness is 
esteemed sahib.”” 

“Here's your hat, sir!” Nugent held 
up, the tarboosh, 

“Here's your umbrella, si 


terrific, 








“You shouldn't put your nose in the “ Hope you're not hurt, sir !’ 
way when I'm showing you how to Tho dark gentleman’ gasped spas- 
Tandis's "yo0""" sald Bob Cherry modicaliy. “He seamed, tS bo. wioded, 
chidingly, “ets tevagaint You ron Ei 
{down tho tring ike. that— 





acre? oft you beast” yelled Bunter, 
ing tho whizzing spool. 
nd like, that—" 
eoop 
And. iko that—" 
“Wow!” 





from. 
“Will you keep off, you beast?” he 
yelled. 
“But I’m showing you how to handlo 
a,‘ yo-yo,’ old chap! You sce, it goes 
like: this —” 








‘And like. this—" 

Dill’ Bester hopped ond jumped lik 

lly’ Bunter hopped and juraped like 
a for Kongareo, Plarry ‘Wharton & Co. 
chortled, and Lord Mauloverer sat, up 
and grinned, Bob, with undiminished 
energy, ‘continued to instruct the fat 
Os oF the, Removo in the uso of a 
Joyo "—his ides. of tho uso of it, 
apparently, boing to deliver a series of 
sharp taps’ all over Bunte 














“Leave off, you beast!” roared 
Bunter, dodging round the chai 
""Keop' that boastly thing away, you 
rotter!_ Whoop!” 

“Ha, ha, hal? ° 

‘Tho fat Ovl clutched, up » cushion 
from his chair. He whirled it aloft 


with both hands, and took aim at Bob, 
and hurled it with all the force of two 
fat, arms, 

Bob Cherry grinned and dodged, and 
the lo flew over his head’ and 
shot along the deck. 

But every bullet, it is said, has its 
billet. “Tho same tale applied to the 
cushion, It missed Bob Cherry by 0 
foot, whizzed on, and caught # plump 
Eegptian gentleman who wes coming 
along tho deck, landing fairly in his 
dark-skinned faco. There was how! 
of astonishment from the plump 

‘a red tarboosh 
, @ sun-umbrella 
in another, and the plump Egyptian 
gentleman sat down on the deck, with 
a bump that almost shook the steamer. 

‘Tus Maoner Lrezanr.—No. 1,279, 

































it, rather 

juniors, were full of apologies. A G 
“rag” was all very well in their 

‘own select circle; but it was not 








thing to floor an’ unoffending stranger. 
Billy Bunter, on the other hand, turned 
up 

pods 
an 


is, fe 





ttle noso and curled his 
Billy Bunter considered this 
fuss to make about a 





Stoeurd 


igh 
w of fact, & 
Tomarkably creditablo specimen of the 
white race, 

“I say, you follows—” ted 
Bunter. gs kam 
You clumsy, ass!” hooted Bob 
Cherry. «Haven't Sou manners enough 
to say you're sorry?” 

“Oh, rats!” said Bunter. 
fuss to make about a darke 








Lot of 














“Shut up, you fat villain!” 

“0h, really, Chers 

“all right 'now, sir?” asked Harr 
Wharton.“ We're awfully sorry, 
hope you'll excuse that clumsy owl; be 
didn’t mean it to got you.” 


‘The Egyptian gentleman | recovered 
his composure. ‘Tt was plain that he was 
‘annoyed, and offended; but he made 
the juniors a polite bow and moved 
away to a vacant chair without speak- 
ing a word, 

fo sat down rather heavily in the 
chair, replaced the tarboosh on his head, 
and took no furthor notice of the Grey- 


friars party. Harry Wharton & Co. 
resumed. their seats, considerably per- 
turbed by the unfortunate accident. 


Whether “the “dark gentleman under: 
stood “English or not they could not 
tell, as ho had. not spoken, but they 
hoped that he understood, at least, that 
they had boon apologising for the 
accident. Obviously he wes ennozed, 
which was not surprising in the ‘ir. 
cumstances, 

“What about kicking Bunter?” asked 
Johnny Balk “We haven't Heked him 
Hinco we ‘UD at Greyfriars, am 
Bunter ‘can't. do" without’ a certain 
amount of kicking.”” 

"east | Tsay, you fellows, what the 
dickens, does if "matter about the 
darkey?” said Bunter peevishly. "I 





THE MAGNET 


don’t believe in wasting a lot of polite- 
ness on Ee 
‘Harry Wharton cast @ 


ick, anxious 
plinee at tho Beypti 


jut the dark 





“You fat, ‘frowey trump!” said 
Bary, "the man) may. understand 
you. “if you say another word Pil ban 
sous id Head on the deck.” : 


i, BEpRAS a, deed | fp 
sirepean clothes, with the exception of 
the red tarboosh, "He locked ik 





A. dark, slim Arab dressed in 
galabyeh of fine white cotton came along 
the deck with a tray of sherbet. Billy 
Bunter blinked at him and waved a 
beckoning fat hand. 


“Just what I want 1” he said, “Here, 
steward, this way!” 

“You benighted owl!" said Bob 
Cherry. “hat chap isn't a steward. 
Shut up!” 

“Rot!” 6 








“Hero, stoward ” hooted Bunter, sill 
beckoning to the Arab, “This way | 
Bring it here.” 
ie ao did oe cine him. eh 
ore. the. plum ian 
Sethonas cat tee ios ia Aor, 
fonted the tray to kim,” Billy Bunter 
Blinked’ at that jing with great 
indignation." ‘There were “native 
stewards on the steamer, and tho Arab 
ight have been mistaken for ono of 
them but all the fellows excopt Bunter 
this pardeular Arab Was 
the Egyptian gentleman's sorvant, Hi 
wes attending to his master’s. wants, 
and probably did not even realise that 
the fat Owl was speaking to him at all. 
“Check!” snorted Bunter. "This 
what comes of giving them Home Rule, 
and ail tbat rot Te sank ‘cheek; 
Fancy that cheoky blighter having 
serra to nrvo'm Higgee before a white 
man 


Ho 




















@ ghito 
“You 
up at 


16. whitefulness of the esteemed 
Bunter is not terrific. But the grubbi- 
ness and Greasiness aro. pro- 
oust” remarked Hurreo Jamsat 

fam Singh. 
“Oh, really, Inky! 
with ott 


iso you 
Johnny Bul 
sinco we broi 





Greyfriars 


Of course, you'd 
said 
her, you. 





imow! Pro jolly 20. Bek 
that cheoky bincky 1 
‘Tho Arab with tha tray gave quite « 


start, and. his black eyes’ turned on 
Bunter for a second. It looked as af 
he understood English, whether his 
master did or not. 

‘The Greyfriars fellows coloured with 
vexation. 

Billy ‘Buntgr’s, manners were. never 
modelled on those of Lord Chesterfield; 
Bat ‘when "ho was, smong foreigners 


incomprehensible to 
ey caught the word 
guessed to be the 
ub the rest was 








if his namo was Ali, salaamed to 
his master, and carried away the tray 


EVERY SATURDAY 


nd disappeared. _ Ho shot another 
flange ad the juniors with his sharp 
lack eyes as he went, 

Billy Bunter snorted. 

‘Cheeky lot of niggers!” he grunted. 
“I say, you, fellows, which of you is 
going’ to Yetch me a’lomon-squesh?™ 

“The whichfulness is terrific,’ 
“Are you 


‘Ob, really, Wharton!” 

“Shut up|” hooted Bob Cherry. 

“T suppose we musta’t drop him into 
tho sea,” said Johnny Bull thoughtfully. 

“You'll be jolly glad to have mo wit 
you if that Greek blighter Kalizclos 
turns up again,” Bunter. “I 
shouldn't wonder if he's on this steamer, 
‘or some of his gang, after the scaral 
We jolly nearly got it at Naples, and T 


“Tf you thought Kalizclos was on this 
steamer, you fat funk, you'd be hiding 

















“Selfishness all round!” said Bunter 


bitterly. “I’ve turned down a lot of - 

Povitedions for the hele to'come gat oo. vader your bunk!” growled Johnny 
Egypt with you fellows to, protect you, Bull. 

and this is my reward! slossed if it ‘Yah! I’ve looked over the passer 


Jan't enough to maka fellow chuck ap 
‘ing generous and kind-hearted.’ 
“Oh crumbe 

“I shouldn't wonder if you fellows jolly well 


gers, and Kalizelos isn’t among them, 
Said’ Bunter, | “But ‘any of these 
jarkies might be in his gang, and you 

know he's after Mauly’s 








As Bul 
plump. 


Bunter hurled the cushion, Bob Cherry dodged, and the 
‘There was a howl of ustonishment from the fat 





jou fat chump! 
“Hf Mauly had any sonto bo would 
give me the soarab to mind, insiced of 
Sou, Wharton. 1 would be safe then. 
Hf'thore's any darkey on this 
after it I'm the man to handle hie, 
325 folly well know. “you can ceckde 
jut, HE ou fllowa” got foto danse, 
who's gai you through? de- 
Tendo Banter. “Tint very dackey 


ab, 
“Oh, reall 


ly, Cherry!” Apparently 
0 had not occurred to Billy 
Bunter’e fat mind, “Whore's a beastly 
steward? Thoy buzz round like flics 
when they're not wanted. Think that 
pigner would fetch me a lemon-squash 
if Lasked him?” Bunter jerked a fat 
end not very’ clean thumb st the 


Bhat resource 








Beppe pentane sitting there looking like a black gar- 

“equi on hie io lingo, of Sze myst O wfte ty for enptbing 
course, but I dare sey I could make him olin ‘ 
understand,” said Bunter. “I'll give The Egyptian gentleman rose to his 
hime fren¢—one of you fellows lend me fee ees, te te sauelboos, 


# franc—” a 
“Tf that chap sre Pgorte tigen 
ou are saying, you fat porker, T'd jam 
Jour silly” heed “onthe deck,” onid 
rey Wharton. “Lucky for you he 


can’ 
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compelted to warn you that I speak 
your language. 

With that the plump Egyptian gentlo- 
man sat down again and resumed gaz- 
ing at the sea, his dark face as oxpres- 
sionless as before. 

Harry Wharton & Co. locked at ono 
another. 

Obviously every word that had boen 
uttered in his hearing bad beon undor- 
stood by the Egyptian. Ho had given 
no sign until tho fall Kurmed on matters 
which were evidently not for a 
Strangers ears, when ho had felt, com 
pell 








missile landed fairly in the dark-skinned face of the 
‘as he lost his balance and staggered backwards 1 






mous Five jumped up. Billy 

Banter jumped up, too, im alarm. 
“Tsay, you fellows!” Keep off, you 
beasts! How was) 'T to know tet the 
beastly nigger understood? And. what 
does if matter about a blinking nigger, 
snghow tT say—=" Yarooon | Whoop! 

ot 


t 
In the grasp of rang, hands Billy 
Bunter smote tho deck. Hie roar woko 
every echo of the steamor and caused 
Passongors to stare round in sstonish+ 
ment 





*Yooooop !” 
“Give him another |” 
‘Tar Macyer Lumanr.—No. 1,279. 
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“T say, you fellows— Whooocop !”” 

Bump! 

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow I” 

“Now kick him off the deck!” ex- 
claimed Bob Cherry. “First kick to 


me! Seo if I can land him down the 
stairs with one go! Stand steady, 
Bunter 


Billy Bunter did not stand steady. 
Ho did not stand et all. Ho fed for 
hhis fat life and vanished from the deck, 
roaring. And for a second a smile 
flickered over tho face of the plump 
‘Bgyptian gentleman, 


THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
‘A Sudden Blow! 





“ OT! murmured Frank 
Nugent. 

It was. evening, and the 

sun was sinking in’ blaze of 

fire in tho west. Eastward the blue had 


faded out, and a ateoly grey was spread- 
ing up from tho rim of the sea. Tt had 
boon & hot day, but with sunset the heat 
seemed to increase, instead of the usual 


coolness coming. 
"Billy, Bunter 8 deckehais and 
a 
emarkably wel 


moaned. Bunt 
dinner, ‘ag usual 

he seemed to have found some difficulty 
in orawling on deck, afterwards. Onoe 
there, ho collapsod in his chair "and 
moaned. Even Hurrey Jamset Ram 
Singh admitted that it was hot To 
tho other fellows it, seemed like ® fur. 
nngo with tho lid off. Not a breath of 
qwind some aeross the glassy seas, and 
tho stillness, broken only by the ‘throb 
of tho engines and the faint wash of 
tho watcr against the ship's sid 
seemed somehow ominous. ny 0 
tho’ passongors were bolow, and Sir 






















Ask for No, 177 of 
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Reginald Brooke, Mauly's uncle and 
muardian, who was im charge of tho 
eyfriars party, bad retired to the 

smoke-room. ‘The Egyptian 

glanced at 
wused 8 


isa change in the 
weather coming, and you boys would be 
better. below.” 

“Thank you,” said Harry; and the 
Egyptian bowed and passed on, 

whe Warning was evidently kindl 
meant, but tho Greyfriars fellows be 
no desire to go below. It was hot oa 
deck, but it was hotter in the cabins, 
‘hey had noticed, however, that most 
of the pessengers had gone down. 

jolly old oalm 





“TI suppose this is 
before the storm, from whet that 9 
man says,” remarked Bob Cherry. 
“My hat!’ I'd be glad to feel the wind, 
if ie! aa foe eal 

“Yes, rathor |” gas; jugent 
, Storm Cae Gig tyne ¥ the 

unio in ai 
Son of a wind would. have’ beon wel. 
come. And, although the Ey ian had 
warned tho’ juniors to go below, he was 
He stood by 
into the leaden east, his 
farboosh ‘« red spot against the steely 
sky. His servant, Ali, came softly on 
evi, but remained ata litle distance 
from his master, his black eyes overy 
now and then "see junior 
her, at onc, if the 









fer-off murmur of the 
‘A swell had risen on the 
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pony sea, and the steamer, which had 
2 gliding on a perfectly even. keel, 
rolled and pitched. Billy Bunter gave 
a convulsive jump, 

“Oooh |” he gasped. 

“Te’s coming!’ said Johnny Bull 
‘The leaden sky in ‘th cast was turm 

black. “Like to go down, Bunter!” 

“Shan’t!” granted Buntor. 

“There’s going to be a blow, fat- 
head—” 

“I'm not afraid of a blow,” grunted 
tho fat Opt” You fellows had better 
0, down if you're funky.” 

“You fat chump |” mt 

‘The swell had risen on the sea with 
startling suddenness No passengers: 
were to be seen on the deck now, except 
the Greyfriars juniors and the Egyptian 
gentleman and. ‘Tho wing camo 
abruptly and hit the steamer and srept 
cee deck with a delightfully cold 

“TI say, you fellows!” gasped Bunter, 
"I say, what'e tho matter with, this 
beastly ship? What's it pitching about 
for? I say, i—I’ve got a queer foel- 
ing inside—’ 
's what comes of packing away 
inners ono after ‘another, old 

said Bob, “When you're at sea 
you should only scoff three or four.’” 

"Grooogh I” 

Billy Bunter’s complexion had 
hitherto been like that of a froshly 
Boiled beettt, “Now it, changed to. & 
mixturo of white and yellow aud green, 
The sudden rolling ‘of tho steamor 
seemed to disturb immense quantity 
of foodstuifs that Bunter had parke 
inside his extonsive, equator. ‘Not for 
the firet time, William George Bunter 
had fed not ‘wisély but too wel. 

“SEX any, you fellows, ovis ‘hot tho 
captain on the bridge!” gasped Bunter, 
Go, and toll him to Keep. the. ship 


still 
“Oh, my hat 1” 
Tel Bat not to lot it wobble ghout 
‘is re i 
him— Ob 1 ‘Look erty you . 


























tohim and say— Gur-gur-gug-gug!” 


oe 


“Oh crumbs! 
ity” a 
shed for 

“SGug-gug-gug-gug 1” 

“Boek, old 
Wergarsauapas! 

‘us-gue-s-chug-ug 1” 
i RG 

ith @ 
ter could. hat 
cargo without disaster. But as soon 
he steamer bogan to. pitah, tho fat 
junior’s fato. was sealed.” His fat taco 
‘was now ‘quite green, end he, moaned 
ind groaned and gurpled and. gasped 

‘a manner that might have mov 
heart of stone. Only that afternoon the 
churms’ of the Remove. had. bumped 
Bunter for hie sins, but now they com 
pastionated him sitoorely, 

“TOT say, you fellows, help me down 
to my berth!” groaned Bunter, “Gail 

i starard eal the captaio— Oh 
crikey 1 I—I'm going 10. be ve-sic 
Gcooooooch! I—1'think I'm dud-dud- 
dying! You beasts, will you help m9 
Feet 0 my yustrte cabin 


“Lend 2 hand, you men,” said Bob 


rorignedly. 
fe grasped the fat Owl of the Remove, 
end Harry Wharton lent 9 band, end 
Bunter was heaved out of his chair. 

‘The steamer gave a wild pitch on the 
tossing swell, the deck lurched, and 
Buntor plunged over, spluttoring. 

ero was 9. gasping how! from Harry 

Wharton as Bunter's bullet head butted 
him in the waistcoat, and he sat down 
with @ sudden shock, 

“Ow! gurgled the captain of the 


Poor old Bunter's 
Bob. “Well, I must say 
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Romors, “Ow! Qoogh P* 
toced for breath, winded by 

“Ow! Beasts!” Hold m 
Bunter. 

Wharton could only sit and ge 
breath. But Johny Bull grasped. 
fat Owl on one sic Bob on the Fe 
Bunter flung one fat arm round Bob's 
neck, the other round Johnny's, 
‘hung betwoen them, a dead weight. Tho 
juniors wero strong and sturdy, but they 
almost crumpled up. Williatn Georgo 
Bunter was not a lightweight. 

“Help!” gasped Bob. 

Hurree Jamset Rem Singh _and 
Frank Nugent rushed to help. Four 
pairs of hands grasped Bunter, and sup- 
ported him. sos D Wharton, for the 
moment, was hors de combat; but four 
members ‘of the, Go. “heaved Bunter 
along to the companion. 

“Ow! Groooogh! Don’t pinch me, 
you silly idiots; don’t pull my hair out, 
You dummies; don't bang me in the 
ribs, hid blithering =cuckoos— 
Gogh fe 


“Go it!” gasped Bob. 

“Hoavo ahead, my hoarties!” stut- 
tered Johnny Bull. 

“The heavefulnoss is terrific!” 

“I say, you fellows——  Grooogh! 
Boaste 'Y' say——" Whoooop !* 

With a long pull 
9 pull all together, 
fat Owl to tho hi 


















1, and 
frantically 
down, tho 


stops. 
Wild yolls roso from Bill 
and from tho four hapless fellows who 


rolled down with him. ‘They landed to- 
etter, in a sprawling, yelling hoop at 
1¢ bottom. 


“ Yooooop !” 

Billy Bunter sat up, on Bob Cherry's 
faco, and roared. 

“Ow! Boasts! You did that on pur- 
pose!” Yarooooo0h 1” 

“Urergh!  Gerroft! 

Urrgh !” gurgled Bob. 

“My estoomed idiotio Buntor—” 
gusped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 

“Ow! Wow! Boast! Help!” 

A steward rushed to help, and Bunter 
was dragged up. Spluttering wildly, he 
wag navigated along to his stato-room, 
and plumped into his berth. ‘There ho 
‘collapsed, moaning and groaning, in tho 
throvs of’ sea-sicknoss, and wishing that 
ho had not had the fifteenth helping at 

linner. 


Draggimof ! 








“Ob, go. and eat coke!” growled 
Johnny Bull. 

“Ow! Beast! I say, I won't be left 
alone!” howled Bill Bunter.” “I 
say— Gug-gug-gug-gug-gug |” 

Lord Mauleverer looked in. 

{qu mon all here? ‘ho, asked 
““Nunky gays. wo're to lows 
fancies it's dangerous on. deck in ‘thi 
squall, Where's Whatton?” 

“Hie haan't come down,” said Bob. 

“Stoward saya they're goin’ to close 
tho hatches; there'll be seas broakin’ 
over tho deck now the jolly old Meditor- 
Fanean's getting up om ats hind-logs ! 

“Tl go and tell him,” eaid Bob, and, 
leaving his comrades to the pleasure—ot 
cthorwise—of listening to Billy Bunter's 
ouning. and, groaning, Bob Cherry 
Glambered back £0 the dsok, 











Bunter @! 


‘THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
‘A Struggle in the Storm! 


"ARRY WHARTON held on to a 
stanchion, the deck rookis 





ig 
under his’ feet, the wind howl- 
ing in bis face. Ten minutes 





maelstrom, and the 
blotted out. 

Darkness had spread over the sky like 
a cloak, and from the darkness camo 
pce atone da 
eRe St ee See comm 
She stentoer rocked ‘tod ‘relied,’ with 
fierce seas loaping up on either side, 
look ane moment as if they would 
overwhelm the slanting deck. 

Tt was one of the sudden squalls of 
the Mediterranean, but fier 
and there was undoubtedly danger on 
deck for any follow who did not keep a 
cool head and a strong hold. 












fter tho suffocating hest, the 
‘enjoying the hiss 

‘ain and. of the wind, 

‘and the thundering seas had no terrors 
for him. He could seo hardly. couple 


of yards from where he stood holding 
on, but from the darkness came the 
gleaming of white, frothing billows, 
‘and from moment to moment a zigzag 
flash of lightni tore through the 
blackness of the sky. 

Something red whizzed past Whar- 
fonts face on tho wind end disappeared 
{nto tho tea; it was the tarboosh blown 











from the head of the E; ian, whom 
Wharton could faintly ‘ircera 
oom. ° 


iscorn'in tho 






impsod tho schoolboy, and 
Fhe ae a fash of wee 
2 ho moved to got shelter 
from the fierce wind, and 
from Wharton's sight, 

‘Tho ced and rolled and 
pluny 
terrif 













ast Wharton in the 
Flea hand grasp at hi 


inches from 
‘dark foatures 


fsappeared pitch 


F | 





shout the stoamer several times, waiting 
on his master, since the ship hed loft 
Naples, but that was 
‘ossibly, the man had been offended 
by Bunter's bad manners in the after- 
Boon, put that, ‘of ‘cours, could not 
sccotint for his ‘present actions, “Tt 
‘seemed in those terrible moments to the 
captain of the Greyfriars Remove that 
ho was struggling in the hands of a 
Inatic. And, worse than that, ho’ w 
struggling in’ vain, for, sturdy as he 
Was the Arab was twico as powerful, 

was a grown man against a boy, and 
the’ boy. had no chance in tho struggle, 

Wharton was crushed down to. the 
deck, jammed ogainst tho rail, socing 
nothing of his enomy ‘but tho glimmer 
af tho white galabych in which’ ho was 
dressed, and the gloam of his dark eyes. 
4, snewy kneo pinned him to the angio 
of the deck and rail, and tho gasping 
cries that he uttered’ were drown 
the roar of th 

for tho 
























‘groped over him, 
something. And 
junior understood. 
It was Wharton who had charge of 
the. sacred scarab of A-Menah—tho 
le that, according to anoint 
was a guido to the 
Again and again 
lealer of Cairo, 


if in search of 
then, in a fash, tho 





‘ian a 
treasure ‘of Onis 
Kalizelos, the Greck 





‘was ono. More 
‘servant of the 
as in tho pay of the 
¢ ‘probably been watch: 
ing for a chance ever since tho steamer 
had left Naples. Now his chanco had 
come, and his thioviah fingers were scek- 
ing the scarab as ho held tho sehoolboy 
pinned down under his kneo in tho 
darkness ge rain and wind on the 
chip. 
Fiercely, Geaperatoly, almost madly, 
tho Juniot struggled, "Mauleverer ha 
entrusted the scarab to his keeping. 
None of the a, a 
that it 




















"ATS ago. 


tre 
or merely a curio worth a few pound 
Wharton would not fail in his trust 20 
Jong 8 ho could struggle, 

fierce was his resistance, that the 
Arab was forcod to leave, off gropi 
for the gol 
‘wore ona 

















There was no help. ‘The struggle wi 
‘hess, unheard in tho 





helplessly. 
Tn the af Cia lim and. wiry 
“Arab he rolled on the deck, and for one 
fearful moment he believed that ho was 
shooting overboard in Ali's grasp; but 
both of ‘them’ brought up. suddenly 
against the rail, with s bump and crash. 

‘Amazed. as he was, Wharton ro. 
sgrered, his pretones lof mind sity 

fe gave for grasp, and struggl 
with the Arab. 

‘What the meaning of the attack could 
be he could not imagine. ‘The man was 
s stranger to him. Ho bad soon him 











groping again, and felt tho fingers closo 
fn the, silken, ‘cord, felt the. golden 
scarab drawn from him. He could not 
00, but he know that the Arab was 
feeling it, fingering it in tho gloom, to 
emake suro that it was tho prizo’ he 
sought; ho knew by the man's mov 
ment that he had slipped it into 
pocket under his loose 

Through the howl of tho win 
camo to Wharton’s ears, 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where are you, 
old bean?” 

‘Tt was Bob Cherry’s shout. 

Bob was on deck, but Wharton could 
not see him. Before he could ery out 
in answer, a hand was on his throat, 

‘Tae Maower Lapnany.—No. 1,279, 












‘a voice 


and he was choked into silence, A 
shudder of horror ran through him ss 
hho felt himsolf dragged up, pressed close 
to tho roil, and realised the Ara 

‘murderous intention, It was of little 
use for Ali to seize the scarab on » ship 
at soa from which there was no escape, 
if the schoolboy survived to accuse him 
and reclaim the plunder. Now that the 





golden bectle was taken from him, the he 


‘wretch’s intention was clear—it was to 
toss the boy into the raging sea, and by 
that murderous act to cover “up hie 
tracks, 

‘Once more the schoolboy made an 
effort, « fierce and furious effort, exert- 
ing every ounce of his strength. 

fe‘was his life he was fighting for 
no 





oA 
‘And as he fought he heard agein, 
half-urowned b; ‘the ‘wind, the shout of 
Hib cltum somewhere in the dark of the 
dock, “Bob might have been only a few 
yards from him, no dreaming that he 
3an sirugeling in murderous hands. As 
a matter of fact, Bob was across tho 
Sock holding on to the seloon skylight 
as he called to Wharton. 

Ali ‘Arab beard him and redoubled 
his efforts to pitch Wharton over the 
rail. Wharton dragged an arm loose, 
nd crashed his Gist anto the dark Ar 
faco, ond thore was © grunt of pain 
from Ali, ‘The junior panted out a ory, 
but it was drowned in'the wind, The 
Reamer gave e heavy roll, and the rail 

inst ‘which Wharton "waa pinned 
oped. to tho. sea, down, down below 
thevfrothing tops of the billows, til it 
seecieg ae to Pym pt eo over tl 
ship and Good it fore and aft 

Mf wave broke over the rail, washing 
the ‘deck, 


the 

‘pomenl as up 

the schoolboy in ‘grasp. 
the failtand fang thom 

ootthe desk, wrenching them apart, and 














i Thand clutched. the railed 
ak offs deok-seat, and he hold om, his 
oa soaking the ee 
& 
ashing 


flash 


blackness came & 








sen hac 
the sgeret of hi 
‘buried in the deep waters. 


‘THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Saved from the Sea! 


HAND in the darkness fastened 

‘on Harry Wharton, but ho was 

soarcoly conscious of it. ‘The 

desperate struggle with 
‘Arab had exhausted him, and his hands, 
‘as he dung them out, swept only the 
roaring water that tumbled over the 
slanting deck, A moment or two mote, 
and the helpless schoolboy, would have 
beon washed over the dipping rail, 
hurled to death in the sea; but in those 
fearful moments an unseen hand held 
him back from destruction, 








over the sido in space, but with some- 
‘Tae Mscxev Lrprany:—No. 1,279. 


the gen 


thing that he could not see holding him 
back from death. 





See errata cee aR Se 
struggle, own nothing of his ser- 
iors attack on the. choses. The 
tush of the water had hurled ton 
against bim in the darkness, and he had 
caught him and saved him. The dark 
brown face was close to him, and Whar- 
ton could see it now, and see that there 
et on 

“You are safe, young gent an |” 
said the Egyptian, his voice hardly 
audible in the wind. 





be below—this is mo, place Tor a boy. 
T not warn. - 
‘Wharton could not speak; he could 





only ‘Tho Egyptian supposed that 
the wind, or the wath of the wave that 
bad broken over the steamer, had torn 


him from his hold; ho knew nothing fj 





A flash of lightning rived the sky, and 
for » second, the ship’s deck leaped into 
ghastly illumination. Wharton had 
Blimpso of a seaman, and of Bob Cherry 
clinging to tho skylight; but he did not 
seo the Arab. Ali was gone—whethor 
overboard, or below, or crouching in 
some shelter, Wharton oould not tell. 
‘Ho was not to be soon. But ho had 
little doubt that the vil 

i death, he 















an 
lieved, and thore was to be a reckoning 


soon. 
‘Wharton found 


nk be pnated 
you, 3 panted. 
“You've saved my life—T thought I was 
gone. It’s all right now.” 
“You are safe—you can hold?” 
“Yes, yea.” 
“Bat you will bo safer below, young 





jeman. 
“Yes, yes; T shall get below at 
ac fan released hit a 

ian released him, ani 
Whatien lost sight of him the next 
moment. He knew where Bob was 
now, and, clamboring from ono hold to 
another, he reached Bob Cherry, where 
ho was holding on to the skylight. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” He heard Bot 
voice ashe bumped into him in the 
gloom. “That you, Wharton?” 

“Ves—let's got below.” 

“Bir ‘exciting up hero, what?” 
chuckled Bob. “I came up for you— 
nunky’s orders to keep below, but I 
couldn’t spot you. Didn't you hear me 
calling? 

"Wharton did not answer; he hardly 
heard. Tt was difficult to move about the 
Pitching deck, but the juniors mado 





“But you should hit 





» believing Wi 





THE MAGNET 


their way to the companion, groping 
and Sere ens magn ‘The soe 
was closed, but they got it open, and & 
wash of water followed them down the 
Staire before’ they got ity chat ‘again, 
Almost every minute a frothing sea 
broke over the steamer, ‘The. electrio 
light was burning below, and the change 
from the darkness above mado tho 
juniors blink Bob stared at Wharton 
in the light. 

“You're as white as chalk, old man,” 
he said, 

“Am I? Wharton was not surprised 
to hear it, “ Where are the other fellows 
‘ve got something to tell you—" 

Toft thean with Bunter-he's sick.” 
Come on.” 

Wharton’s eyes wore alert for the 
Arab, but ho saw nothing of Ali, A 
deep’ groan grected him as he’ ronchod 
Bunter’s stateroom. —‘Threo of the Co, 
thered in the doorway, and 
lauleverer was in 


bunk, 

















“ ine 

terrupt every now and then by splut- 

tering and gurgling and sling, The 

tootisa ef Tact tteamee nat’ edioned 

Bunter of most of his dinner; but what 

remained seomed to bo troubling 
im. 








“You men look wot,” said Nugent, 
ton and Bob Cherry, arrived. 
fulness is terrific!” remarked 
Hurreo Jamsct Ram Singh, 

‘Its a bit damp on deck,” said Bob 

cheerful “Raining like billy-ho, and 

‘sea sooms to havo a fancy for comin 
aboard in chunks, “I rathor think T'l 
go and change, and you'd better do the 
samo, Wharton.” 

“Something else to do first,” said 
Harry quietly. “Have you follows seen, 
anything of Ali—that Arab blightor— 
2, fettember him i 

“Tho jolly old Bgyptian gent’s tacto- 
tum? asked Johnny Bull, “Yes, ho 
came down about ten minutes ago, look- 
ing. drowned,” 


Whero is hot” 
stato-room farther up 
governor's quarters, I 
arth do 


Wha 
“The 





















‘Tho juniors stared at Wharton in 


amazement. 

In a low voice, and a fow words, 
Harry Wharton told thom what had 
happened on deck. 

“Great, pip!” breathed Bob Cherry. 
“Then whilo I was looking for you~ 
Great pip!” 

“T heard you calling, whilo that vile 









was trying to ‘mo overboard,” 
Harry. “"There’s no doubt that he 
believes succeeded—as he would 
have, if his master had not been on 





deck, and caught mo as T was going 
over. I don't know the man’s nama; 
but I'm jolly grateful to him,” Ho 
saved my life. * Kalizelos must have 
hired that Arsb sooundrel to got hold 
of the scarab, of course, Ho couldn’t 
have known anything about it, other- 

And couldn't havo wanted it if 
you come to that. But he's got it. ‘Tho 
Yillain must have been watching for a 


“Good gad!” said Lord Maulevorer. 
“And I dare say Kalizelos is, waiting 
for him at Alexandria to hand it over 




















“Ho won't hand it over to Kalizolos,”” 
said Wharton grimly. | “He's going to 
hand it over tous. It’s no good wait 
ing to speak to, tho captain, “AL might 
hide it where it couldn’t be found, or 
even chuck it out of a porthole to save 
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his skin.  Wo'va got to eollar him bo; 

foro ho’ finds out that I never went 
overboard, as ho fancies.” 

Right as rain,” agreed Nugent. 

beliove ‘that you went over 

‘or he wouldn't have come 








“T should have 
Egyptian chap; ans 
‘saw him save me, 
no timo to loso !”” 

“I say, you fellows!” groaned Billy 
Bunter. 

But tho juniors fayo, the fat Ont 
no hood, Ho was left to groan and 
gasp and splutter on his own. 

‘Har 
stoware 


ono, but for the 
the villain never 
Come on! There's 







gentleman was @ con 
‘on tho steamer, as tho j 
noticed, though they had not heard his 
name.” ‘They heard it now from the 
steward. 


ggrtisman—signoro 
fe bas the, best cal 
is on dock.” 

“Tt is his servant wo are looking for— 
an Arab named Ali,” said Harry. 








Probably the steward was puzzled to 
English 


know what tho schoalbos 
wanted with the Arab servant of Mr. 
Hilmi Maroudi. But a tip of five francs 
satisfied him, and ho pointed out the 
door and went his way. Harry Whar- 
ton & Co, waited till ho was gone. 

“Now!” said Harry. 

And he throw back the door of Ali’s 
cabin, 


suddenly broke over the rall, wrenching 
Ughtning, and it showed Harry Wharton, 


ad Ali 








‘THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
“Hand Over! 


LI, the Arab, was sitting on tho 
Sdgo of « Bunk, swaying to the 
pitching of tho steamer, a 
grin on his brown face. 
In his dusky hand lay a goldtn 
beetle, that glimmered and shone in the 
oloctrte light. 














satis- 






ids; as a curio 
‘have been worth 





nothing about it. to reveal why Kal 
telos, the Grook deater of Cairo, placed 
& higher value on it. Yet that he did, 

ow, for the Greek had paid him 
three hundred pounds at Naples for is 
Fascally sorvices, and promised him Give 
Rundred more st Alexandria. when be 
handed the eearab over. 

‘Ali had a good place as servant of 
the “rich Egyptian, Hilmi "Maroudi 

is pay. was good, and probably he 
robbed bis mastor ‘of three times as 
thu ap his pay. But the Gres 
dealer's bribe dazed him, and the life 
ofa Faringhos was not much, in Ali's 
stimation, rot in tho balance sgainst 
Such s sum as eight hundred pounds of 
Faringhoo money. 

Ever since the steamer bad churned 
out of the Bay of Naples, Ali bad been 
watching for an opportunity, though 
the Greyfriars fellows hed hardly 
noticed his existence, and certainly 
hover dreamed of sunpesting that, his 
eyes, were upon "In. tho sudden 
sauall on tho Mediterrancan. ho had 
found the opportunity for waich he bad 





fharton and Ali apart. Then from the blackness came glare of 
outflung arms, washing away helplessly on the wave ! 


watched, though no doubt ho would 
found, another bofore Alexandria 
was reached had thoro boon no squall. 
Now he was grinning ovor his success, 
glouting over. the little golden object 
that lay in the palm of his dusky hand, 
and thinking of the shop ho would open 
in the Sok of Cairo with tho proceeds 
of his villainy. And ‘with those ha} 
thoughts in his Oriental mind, ho ha 
nono to. waste on tho schoolboy, whose 
body, as ho believed, was washing in 
the wild waters of the Mediterranean, 
miles behind the pitching steamer. 

Tt was quite a happy dream for Ali, 
but unfortunately for him there waa to 
bo a rude awakening. As he grinned 
and. gloated over tho scarab of A: 
Monah his door was suddonig thrown 
‘open, and a crowd of Greyfriars juniors 
appeared in the doorway. 

All’s brown hand olosed instantly over 
tho scarab, and he started to his féet, 
his black eyes mapping. ‘Then, with 4 
gasping howl of terror, he. staggered 
back against the bunk, his eyes slmost 
bulging ftom their sockets ss they fell 
‘on the schoolboy whom he had believed 
fund drowned, standing be- 
crapping with water, but very 
ive. ‘With bulging, unbelioving 
‘eyes the Arab stared at Harry Wharton, 
scarcely able to belicvo that his sight 
did not deceive him. 

“You scoundrel ! said Harry; and ho 
spreng at the Arab, and dragged, him 

ith a crash to the floor. “Collar 
Bim” 

“What-ho !” 

Tho startled Arab wont down help- 
lessly, and the juniors piled on him, But 
the next second he was struggling like a 
wild est. His oyes blazed, his brown 
faco was distorted with rago, and he 
fought and tore and bit like a wild 
animal, but all the time his right hand 
remained clenched on the soarab. 
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But tho odds were too heavy, savage 


gud’ ithe snd, Mnusuler as ho. was, 
Fobnoy Bully kneo was clamped on his 
Stat piming him dona) © os 
ras gras F gent, on 
The other side by “Hlurreo' Sing. 

Bob Chetry fastened both hands in ite 


and "Lord. Mauloverer 
Groat teres ope Gat ead 
Gut under the galabysh. Harry Whar- 
ton, spotting af onea the clenched right 
aid dno doubt what es, i 
sed bo gramed the Aray's right a 
auth of hands, and twit gt mero 
ay il “Aly “screwing ‘with pain, 
opened his finge: - be 
ihe nex memnt, Wharton kad toon 


















Oh, ‘good Tuck!” 
“Tike ‘Poodfulness of the luck is ter- 
ifio”” ofiuekled ‘Hurree Jamset “Rama 
“tho ‘scarab is. recovered, my 
extgemed and idiotic Maul.” 
alow “the, ting ezomled Lord 
Mauloverer, "Wharton, old beat 
aan ghuck it ott of  porthelo if Soa 
ike. 
““irathoad” said Harry, laughing. 
“ Look here, 1d na) idee that tras 
ing to bring you follows into danger, 
Sous haoer Sala “word” Menleveres: 
* You've hed a fearful 
old bean, and it's 
Beastly scarab. vo a 
to chy it overboasa, 
with 
cect jolly well won't grinned Bob 
“aint wo going to dig: UB 
gl igasere Te ay when wo 
Ft Woll“l’m not lettin’ you follows talce 
tho tisk’ of carryin’ it any: more, 
Mauly.. “Hand it, over, old 
i'll, Toro ity 

















harrow escape, 
‘through that 
jolly good mind 
‘and have done 












‘Jou ass, 






Nugent, “You lose ovorything.” 

“Woll, if T logo it, I shan't worry, 
if I loso that giddy 'Greck, Kalizelas, 
at the same timo,” answered Maulo- 


“Ford Maulovorsr took the scarab, and 
tucked it” into his waisteoat 


‘yan 
Toca Maule. 
vorer had too many possessions to. be 
yer carol with Gm, and he slipped 

the: golden scarab into. is waiskeout 

usta careloaly am tit had been 
fsponce,, But it was Mauly’s property, 
nd’ it was for Mauly to decide -an 
that weld 2 dh ad ade 























ia mind that hig friends should not 
ie re eaangered by fx, tara And es 
‘to himself, his noble 


inlet did not seem to consider that 
at all. 

“Now what about, this, scoundrel?” 
asked Bob,. wi lare at the Arab, 
who wae ovzithing Hikes snake in the 
many hands that held him. 

“T supposo ho ought to be handed 
over to the captain, and charged with 
the robbery,” said’ Harry doubtfully. 
“But—" 

“But, what, fathead?” asked Johnny 
Bull, Wo're jolly woll not letting the 
Villain got off ” 











“We've got the scarab, back, and Gi 


we've rather taken. the law into our own 
Tands in getting i= 

ofthe etnove, with 2 
Pm thinking of the Egsptian cho; 
Hilmi Maroudi, the steward. said his 
ame was, This totter ie his servant, 
and ho saved my life! He can't have 





“Well, he san’t get, off the ship, 
“how acid Johnny 
when he’ 
MPhats so! Let him rip!” 
paving th dhe Aesre en the juniees 
spraveling on mas tho juniors 
crowded ‘oat of the room, 


any- 


Ali sprang to his nting for 
eesti "his Eiack sper blisloge atl bis 
white teeth gl in a savage ae 


He ‘looked, “or the’ moment, 2 if be 
‘would spring at the schoolboys; but no 
doubt he realised the futility of such o 






{9 


just as well that’ the 
Understand that tongue, for there was no 
doubt that the words were far from suit- 
ablo for youthful ears, 

‘Leaving the defeated rascal to curso in 
tho fluent Arable, the Greyfriars fellows 
departed, and Wharton and Bob Cherry 
‘went to change their wet clothes. 

‘The steamer thumped on through the 
tossing sea, {oan ‘eccompaniment of 
groans and’ gurgles from Billy Bunter; 
fhe groabing and tho gurgling went 
fn, like’ tho. ‘unendin 
Wagnecian musig, till the oquall’ blew 
iteolf out 





THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
‘Bunter Asks for More ! 


ILMI MAROUDI sat silent in 

‘the deckchair, his dark, grave 

face alinost expressionless, only 

his dark eyes soarching 
Wharton's faco as the junior talked to 


ae was lato in the evening, and the 

Mediterranean shone like. = of 

mots sooring moon. 

eat hardl 

a tseco,coly «swale se followed 
Bay 'at blue voles: dotted Sich Bi 

sky of blue vel ith Bessy 
white clouds, that looked like fine lace 
in the moonlight, stretched over tho 
shining sea. 

It was difficult for the Greyfriars 
fellows to realise that, only a fow hours 
ince, aples steamer had eon 
Ditching in tho midet of pendemonium 
Sri cate, Ney oe belgie fh 
on an oven Keel, and even Bil 
‘was not troubled by inward qualms. 

‘Under the gleaming moon the chums 
< the Remove strolled on deck, whero 

a. aes the Egyptian gentleman; 

Wharton bad into vacant 
chat by his side, while his comrades 
continued their le. 








Mr. Maroudi had to be told what had 
happened, and the sooner the better, and 
took 


mp ts of the Greyfriars Remove 





“ui is yory Saag tal, my young 
frignd,”| s8id | the last, 


Only became the man is your sor- 
“eae suid Harry. You haved my 


the faintest idea what a villain this man fe 





of cou 
‘man. himself, 
Steer iGh kus how Dis motion inet 
‘and let him decide what’s to be done 
with this rotter !” 
‘Tue Msoxer Lusvany.—No. 1,279. 


‘Ho seems @ thoroughl: 
i think wed 





true, ae think,” smiled the 
“But 1 Little ioget that it 








a “He Reid fore 
ere ene ioe 


THE MAGNET 


“And if Ali should geny your tale, 
iil you prove it?” 
‘Wharton erfmeoned, 

“I never occurred, to me that, you 

jake not believe ma he paid quietly 

it woul wo 

anita ay but nay dene Se Teese 

gan prove that the scarab was taken 

From'him, after he had robbed mo of 


<De not be offended, lito friend,” 
said Maroudi, smiling.” “1 do, “not 
Ie word you have told me, 
See Te would bo difieilt for you to prove 
‘this against Ali in an Egyptian court, 
If you are content to leave. the mattor 
in my hands, T will seo. that the rascal 
does not escape punishment; and. it 
will savo me. mud 
Blesgantnese for Allis my 
ig, shammo reflects on, mo, his master,’ 
T thought of that,” said Harry, na 

wo aro more than willing to leave 
Pouysir. T havo asked Sir ginal 
rooke, and he says the sume. 1 had 
to tell you, especially to warn you that 
the man ia a murderous villain. 80 




















bo it? said Hilmi 


pl 
cast forth. And 
you need fear him no more, for my eye 
‘will be upon 

‘Tho Egyptian was silent for a few 
moments, Wharton made a movement 
to go; ‘but Maroudi signed to him 
to remain, and he sat down again. His 
flonds passed, and ropassod, hattin 
‘intored up and down tho doce 
fn'the ‘bright moonlight. ‘Thore ‘was a 
thoughtful shade on the brow of tho 



























pian 
ave spoke arab, Little 
which you veal soarab of 

vhs oid at Length 
farry. “Perhaps you 


had hoard of it?” 
‘Hilmi Maroud smiled, 
“Many havo heard of it” bo said. 
“Ie is said that it tells a’ seorot—tho 
secret of the Eye of Osiris, tho 
diamond that is mentioned i 


moe pyri in my house 
at Cairo, and f have often road, in the 
Picture-writing of my forefathers of this 

reat ‘precious. stono, which 
‘Menah is sald to have brought back 
from Syria, aftor tho great, battle of 
Keedenh in which Ramesee dofeated tho 

















T hay scen paintings of the scarab of 
‘Menah, and read what is inscribed 
thereon, ‘but it tolls nothing but the 
name and titto of that soldicr of King 











Rameses. To mo it seems impossible 
lost 





that it can givo guidance to 
stone.” 





ia smile 
secret “from some, old documenta 


apgrus of encient Ey 
i a a 


is possible, 
matingly, "T know this man Kalizalos 
fen. bought, curios in 

‘He is a keon man, 
‘has made a for- 
is not the man to 















tune in business. 








Bites S'iabie: Ye tie story ‘of the 
‘aust be a fable. But if it should 
bo a true 
“Maroudi paused. 





“The Eye, of Osi 
than a king’s ransom,” he said slowly. 
Sit if grost fortune if it, is found. 
ay Htule Siend, you will do’ well 


yas worth more 
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keop om your guard when you reach 
may country. Kalizelog is an unscrupu- 
Tous -man-but,  bismillab 
already learned that! And in the East 
Tity io choap 
“Wo shall be careful,” seid Harry. 
“You, have been in great’ peril 
already,” said Maroudi gravely, 
ete ea tae Owes toy See 
and’ that was raised against 
your life. In me you have made a friend, 
for it was tho will of Allah that X should 
gavo your life, and perhaps I may save 
itagein, my litte friend. You will 
‘e9 mo again in Cairo.” 
“EY ou live io Cairo? asked Harry. 
T he doling there,” ssid 
Maroud: jueh time L 
Ae Rule snmetioe ta ay dababiscle 
‘and sometimes on my sugar and orange 
jlantations..- You shall come to my Poor 
Rouse tn Csiro, and bring your friends, 
‘even the little fat one whose 
bre 20 bad.” 
‘He emiled. 
“Phere are man: 
not love the Eng 
of them. ‘The 





you have 














‘manners 


Egyptians who do 
—but I am not one 








have over-run ee ‘even to the mouths 
of tho Nile, had not the English stood 
in tho way, oven as tho Hyksos over- 
ran us—the shepherd kings in the time 
of the fourteenth dynasty. 64 mam 
added Maroudi, with o 

have never hoard, Tay litte friend.” 

‘Wharton smiled, too. 

‘The long, almost endless history of 
ee nt Egypt was pomenatny 2 

fiegination but he had to admit hat 

new ver 
ry little about it. 

“The history of your country is so 
much longer than outs," he said.” “You 
‘count almost as many d 
count kings. Thirty dynasties, isn't it, 
up to the time of tere lor the Great 
—and that was more than two thousand 
yoars ago. A follow would have to 
Smot protty hard to mug it all up.” 

Maroud laughed 

follows 















nino, hhallo, hallo!” roared Bob 

ore “ls that you, Bunter What 
o do you mean by being 
lly, Cherry—" 


“You told us you wero dying ™ sai 
Bob, acousingly. "Do. you. call it ple 
ing the game to como t0 lifo again 
this?” 

“Look here—" 






“Desh, it all, Bunter, if ye 
death's door, you ought to is 
Aying,? anid’ Johnny Bull 








You 
never thought of bringing me anything 


ha, ha 
as 'frightfully hungry. 


Site Did you fellow 

same supper. Did you follows 
frome tingle thought?” eeked 
unter bitterly. 


"We guessed that you'd snaffied somo 
supper,” chuckled Bob. ‘That was an 
easy one to 

SEs, he, ha” 

“Pye a jelly good mind to take the 
fist sloamer back ‘at “Aloxandris” an 
leave you fellows on your own,” said 
Bunter, “and I jolly well would, only 


‘just managed to stagger along 


ess.” 


ws ro,in danger, and I feel bound to 





iis oe te cee ly 
leh, and has pales 
Fi 2 
Pil'tel 
aigaer. Sty pole i @ thet he's afer the 
ce silly owl!” hissed Bob. 
i silly owl 

ter had not observed that he was 

ganine ‘within “six feet of the 





than'é!” answered tho fat Owl. “I 
heard Wharton telling you about tho 
Riggers nigger ig hold of him. 

ion is that the nigger put 

the other nigger up to ity sea, and— 
Azo00000p 

‘Har iarton rose from his chair, 
reached out with his foot, and landed it 
on Billy Bunter's tight trousers, Ther 
was 8 roar from the, fat Owi as 

seudded along the deck. 
“Whoop !” 












A LAUGH A DAY KEEPS THE 
DOCTOR AWAY! 

Heres a sample for which 

Leslie Creed, of 42, Blenheim 

Road, Stratford. E.15, has been 

warded & Breet POCKET 


Old Lady over 


rat's 
air-oun, 
ral take ty 


Seay 


es An 
Rshopts ol 


You turn in the fis and I'l 
supply the prize !—Ed. 








Bunter brought, up against the rail 
and sat down with a bump. 
Goal?” chuckled Bob, 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
‘Hilmi Maroudi rose to his feet. With 
rave salaam to the juniors, he went 
low. Billy Bunter sat and roared. 
“Look here-ow! 
rotters—wow—” 
“You fat 








jot!” hissed Wharton. 
heard your silly 


“I didn't seo tho beast! 
what docs it matter? 4 
nigger, isn’t he? Yarooooh! You kick 
ime aghin, you beast, and Vl jolly well 
chuck the lot of you when we get to 
Alexandria!” roared Bunter. 


a 3 
series are bes ‘goes! ‘Too good a chance 
“<¥arooch! Keep off Yooooop!” 


ey ee 











Look here, you Ro 


a 
=I mesn, old cliaps—leave, off Kicking 






me, you rotters—oh orikey I 
Billy Bunter fled bolow in indignant 
wrath. But the balm i 





stil 
Gilead, eo to spent. "He found comfort 
in another supper | 





THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 


Egypt at Last! 
“ 
A 


LEXANDRIA!” 
yiriats, importing 


ils, in th 

bare i, fortotten 

ly long. time 

* etthea dines, bro 
Nugent, 

{That sounds Like Alexander's tole 




















Eo number,” said “Bol ly. 
nthe yeas $82.0 ‘Alexander af 

Macedon extended his conquests to the 
ancient kingdom of the PI ‘raohs, and 
founded the city of Aleraadcls, which 
was named after himself, and—and—and 
sete erful 6 

ihe herefulnas istrefi” agroed 
Hurree Jamset Ram Bi ia 


cl 28 you ch 


threo, 
“i 
low Alexander the Great!” grunted 
Paral, you ought. to 
ail, you 0 
fecling fo¥ jolly cid ‘Alosonden™ 





threo two 





have a fellow 
‘said 






rather a modorn city, 
.” continued Bob. “Not much 
two thousand years old. But 
antiquities for tourists—most 
of them made "in Germany! Tho 

things sticking up into the 
are minnows was it “minnows, | you 
fellows? I asked that man Maroudi, 
d he told mo, Spun T dou thin Be was 
mipnows—” 





3 















those. spiky thi 

iy are minaretae” 
“From the minarets,” wont on Bob, 
“tho jolly old what-do-you-call-him calls 
the faith fal aaa do you call 


him, Wharton: 
“The muozzin!” said Wharton, 
Listen to 


laughing. 
“That's it-the muezin! 
me, Bunter, and improve your know- 
Jedge. You’aro tho most, backward box 
in tho Remove, Bunter,” suid Bob, 
the severe manner of Mr. 

“Your objection to the acquisition. of 
koowledge “i almost “beyond , belief! 

member, Bunter, that in a M 
edan country, the ‘what-do-you-call-him 
goes up the’ thingummy to call the 
followers of the prophet-—” 

“For goodness’ sake, shut up!” said 
Bunter peevishly. 

“This is for your own good, Bunter! 
Lend me, your ears—or one of them will 
do, as it’s as big as any two I’ve ever 
seen——"" 

“Shut up!” roared Bunter, “I say, 
yoraytsllons, where's that old “ass 
rooke? ‘They have to go 
Passports before you can get away from 
‘the silly niggers. Where's that old 


dummy— 
“Aro you speaking of me, Bunter?” 
‘Ped Macter Lusnanr.-No, 1,27, 
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asked the iey voice of Sir Reginald 
Brooke behind the fat’ Owl. 
spun. round. 
“Oh, ToL didn't see you, sict IT 
pase calling jou an old “ass, sic! 
FT’ ‘was speaking “of “another ‘old 
“Keop with mo, my boys,” said Sir 
oop wi 7 sai 
Reginald, alter a glare atthe fat Owl, 
wd. One of 





1ere is a very great cro} 
ou take hold of Bunter’s ar 
foolish boy will get lost if he 
taken care of 











safe, a sell ede 

ore) ato my bay 
that black titel hnhise!” yelled 
Bunter. 

Tite, ha, ha” 

Bob'Cherry jerked the beg from the 
Arab porter.” Porters innumerable had 
‘already invaded. tho. steamer a3. soon 

him tho Taner 
There w 
caking in innumerable 
Tanguages, Round the steamer rocked 
bouts of all sorts and. sizes, bearing 
more ‘porters, and.” tho. numberioss 
‘ind offeious meddiors 
t—with eager, greedy 
eyes, extended hands. and~ screaming 
Voices. Billy Bunter dropped hie bi 
and bofore ho cowld pick it up ny 
ie or six energetic natives pounced on 
fy and one, fucker than’ the. rest, 
grabbed it und presonted it to. tho. fat 
Finior, with a, grin. that displayed. a 
Splendid set of “tooth, ashing white 
Hom a. brown ta 

"ackaheesh, : 

“Go. and eat coke!” said Bunter, 
xgbbing tho bag. 

Come on, Bunter!” Bob Cherry 
dragged the fat Owl on. 

‘the Arab followod, gesticulating. 

wled. 

































know that 
or gratuity 5 
was insulting him. He rted, and 
turned his back, and rolled on; and 
tho" Arab's brown faco appeared first 
over one shoulder and then over the 
and he fairly howled into 


‘Bncksheesh 
Go away!” yelled Bunter. “Shut 

up! Look here, if you uso. such Ia 

guage to mo, Til call a policoman.” 

“a, ha, hal” i 

“Blessed if T sco anything to eackle 
at," howled Bunter. I'm not going 
to'havo a nigger insulting me. 

“Ha, ha, hal You fat oss,”” roared 
Bob. Backsheesh means a tip—it’s the 
Principal word in ail Oriental languages 
‘and the ons they use most, Give him 
a Hp and got shot of him.” 

“Backsheosh, sar!” wailed the Arab. 
“Backsbeosh 1” | 

‘Fm pot, going to yasto, money on 
niggers,” said Bunter. “Look here, you 
black beast, you, sheer off, see?” 

““Backsheesh 

“Go and eat, coke!” 

« Backshoosh ?* 

“Kick him, Bob! 

“Backsheesh ” ‘Tho Arab _porter’s 
voice rote to an indignant shriek. He 
picked up = bag, and if he was not 
Lipped, it was time for tho skies to fall 
in the opinion of an Arab porter of 
‘Alexandria, Ho olutched at Bunter’s 
fat “arm, shoved his brown face into 
Bunter's, till his, long, aquiline nose 
almost collided with, Bunter’s little fat 
‘ono, and screamed : “Backsheesh 1” 

‘The Macxer Liseant.—No. 1,279. 



































“Beast |” 
ers Bilas plain, ond ov Wi ip* 
ssid Bab 3 — 
“You give him one, blow a 
Bob" Gherry groped for Beyptian 
moiey in his pocket, and found a prastre, 
tnd dropped it into the brown hand. A 

instre a orth twopence halfpenyy and 
Bob considered" twopence - haligenny 


roared Bunter. “Ger 


seem to think i en: 
“Ten piastro!” he exclaimed. 
Yen, Tens Backsheesh a pob 
«Ob, hook it, you sweep!” sai 
indignantly. “Get out” 
‘ ht Ten piastre! Yes 
junter's fat arm. 











“You want a dragoman, tle 
lords! Yet Hasen te your drngo: 
ie 


man! All English gontlemen lords, 
Hassan! 
show you 


Ho koow overything. — 
tombs, ruins, 

things he show | 
‘dragoman!” 
‘drago- 
‘& guide, and that the most 
difficult thing to accomplish in Egypt is 
not to have guide, 

‘Hassan bowed and smiled and showed 
all, his teeth. ‘ 
“Hassan is your dragoman!” he said, 
with conviction. 

“Tsay, you fellows, lot's get out of 


‘Pyramid 
ies, all 
‘your 








this!” “wailed Bunter. “I'm being 
squashed !» 
“Come this way, my boys!” called out 





Sir Reginald Brooke. 

“You want a dragoman, gentlemen 
lords—” 

* oy thanks!” grinned Bob. “Much 
obliged, but try next door!” 
"And the juniors followed Sir Reginald, 
and Hassan followed the juniors. He 
had relieved them of the importunate 
Poviets and evidently he intended. tht 
is further services were not to be dis- 
pensed with, From that moment on- 
Nard na tember "of the Greyfriars 

iy. could iplonce. round without moet 
Inge the, amiable 
flash of his teeth. He haunted 
fem lke a highly colonred ghost, and i 
jay eyldentiy addled thipg in hig mind 
That ‘they ‘were going to have a. dr 
nan, and that Hassan was going to be 
the dregoman. 














THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Dragoman ! 


1 Ee Ea cue 
‘Anteck, sar—genooine noo antique 
ay, was shoved almost 











rabeyeh, 38 
ore you bay 8 hairbrosh, sar—* 
“Genooine axiteck——" 


Hai 
liked, 


id words of which 


‘under the &| 
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had brought from England, and accumu 
lated avast collection ‘of | wortblese 
before they bad been five 

At the first 

glance, Alexandria scomed to be chiefly 
Populsted by importunate persons. in 
shabby nightgowns, with something to 
sell," They all talked at once, and 
their wares almost. on tho noses 

of the travellers, and so far from taking 
“no” for an answer, a hundred “noes. 








he one after another had not the slightest 


‘effect on them. 
A merchant with a tray full of strings 
of amber beads—which might have been 
ado of anything but amber—planted 
imself fairly in tho path of the smiling 
juniors, and refusod to bo waved off, AB 
they tried to pass him, ho backed like » 
horse, still keeping in front of them, 
talking in a mixture of Arabic, Fi 
and English, with an incessant stream o! 

















few were compreben- 


sible. 

A red tarboosh with a gold tassel 
danced above the crowd, and the tall 
figure of Hassan, the dragoman, pushed 
through, and he hurled a volley, of 
Arabio at the amber ‘merchant, What 
he said, the juniors did not know, Art 
being a sealed book to them, but it had 
the effect of ‘withering the amber mer- 
chant, and ho backed away and sought 
fresh ‘victims, i 

Hassan igre! at the juniors. 














“No suoh trouble for my gentlomen 
lords,” he said. “I, Hassan, manage all 
oples are troublesome 
fiat you want you ask 
your dragoman.’ 
Aftor which, Hassan walked beside tho 
Greyfriars fellows, and “shooed ” off tho 
innumerable merchants, Hassan, ap- 
parently, was a vell-known and re- 
apected dragoman, for the porters and 
‘itinerant merchants treated him with 
great respect, and fell back at the wavo 
of his brown hand. 






All 
Hassan, 








io!” exclaimed Bob 






Rico with jotty black eyes, that 
foarchingly at the juniors. "the 
i 


“He—who? exclaimed Nugent. 

“ Kalizelos !” answered Bob, 

“Tho Grook?™ i 

Tho. juniors looked round quickly, 
‘Their eyes fixed on the handsome, olive 
face of the Greek of Cairo. 

But the next moment Kalizelos disap- 
poared in the crowd. 








“That was the, rascal !* sai 
setting his lips. “I upposo he’s bang 
ing about to sce All como off the 


Seamer” 
SAWIth the jolly old eoarab t” grinned 
Bob, "Well, ho won't got ie from Ali. 
Still got it safo, Mauly 
“Eh? Yaa!” I believe so! 
Lord Mauleverer, 
SET aay, Tou 
niggor Pai 
hie cae: 
nigger, isn't 
Hilmi Maroudi 








answered 


‘fellows, thore’a that 
lly Bunter. “Took at 
car for o blinking 














faroudi 
he sat down in the car, 
‘sighted tho juniors, and waved a. plum) 
hand to thom, with a friendly smite, an 
the. Greyfriars. fellows politely raised 
their hats, "Tho ear rolled away with 
the Bgyption, and Hassan stared aftor 
it, and then at tho juniors with a new 
respect in his manner, 

“My gentlemen .o: 
the great Maroudi ?® he Z 

“Oh, you, know Mr. Matoudi, do 
you?”’said Bob. 

“Hassan know eversbody and every. 


thing tn Bxyyee answered the dr 
mnodestiy. Hassan know all 











EVERY SATURDAY 
fea “i ay 


Spore and lthe and mnseular os he was, All was pinned down hr i the Greyfriars Junlors. Grasping the Arabs 
Wharton twisted it merellessly, say, il Al, sereaming, with 
m 

















yi 






ers. 


eat nS ex ‘alped bob cheery. 





| 


right wrist, 
torn the 






‘he next moment Wharton 
Good 17” 


















Maroudi, he is » great man—vory rich Ho stood salaaming, as, if, worked by s soe Alexandria, | I show you overy 
to rich Hewan sproad out both apring, as the car started, the gold tassel thing. You shall. rojoice to sen, eat 
brown hands; to indicate how enormously on his tarboosh dancing in the air. ‘The combs chock-full of dead persons” 

rich, Maroudi, was. © {Ho havo pelace juniors ‘could not ep grinning, and Must bo jolly id Bob, 
in Gairo, in Luxor, plantations on the Hassan grinned, too, showing ail his “Go away!” sai Reginald 
Nite in, tho, Fay Yeoth. | He vanished from sight as tho severoly. 

my_gonth the car rolled off. But a fow minutes later “Hassan is your dragoman, sar. All 
righ Harry Wharton, glancing back, saw a those troublesome people aro ‘liars, and 





Slated’ at Hiosma’ througs bis 


oe 
owen salaateeds 
the son of Suleiman, 
entleman lor 
‘ell you everything.” 
be wae you engaged this man, Her- 
“I don’t remember eng: 


js.vope 





aD, asrweca Lord 
PB anit, 
OP IAAT ent 


chuakled "Bob Cherry. 


“Please go away,” onid 





“Wo do not require = 
waved tho mult-colour Macegsusn 





Gentleman lord, I show you every- 
bing ia, ioe in Cairo in Luxor, 
in 10 picture: 
‘ruling {the Conia’ “Ybeok bo op 
the Pyramids! All the English say 





Hassait he ono splendid rascally guide, 
sar. All these young gentlemen lords 
say thoy want Hassan. I take you to 
first-class hotel—* 

“Please go say!" tee and 

“T take you to see ilar 
seo huge catacombs chock full of dead 
porsons—" 

“Go. away! 

Sin Reginald waved the dragoman off, 

nd Hassan saleamed and retreated s 

Row pavee.,, ‘The junigrs packed into 

4 big car that oxino from ¢ 
Mageifique for "them, ‘Hassan 
Janbed"Tocwacd. sl closed the door, 





"Reginald. 








fold tassel uttering, over the crowd in 
strect. | He laughed. 

“He's after us!” ho said. 

“These Egyptian guides are extremely 
pertinacious !” said Sir Reginald. 

“They're stickers !” grinned Bob. 

“He won't let us off, especially now 
that he knows we know, Mr. Maroudi,” 
said Harry, laughing. “Moroudi seems 
tobe great gun here.” 

“A. very, eminent man,” said Sir 

“Ho has an estate in the 

Fayyum, adjoining my own property. 
I have had some very interesting talks 
with him on the steamer. It is his 
desiro to show us somo courteous atten- 


MH 

“tke. Baroudi ‘seemed 1G have mde 
ve the rather sti 
tad frm old Berooee ‘ ae aa 

"Yay, you follows, I believe tha 
nigger was after the scarsh—" 

Shue up, you fat idiot ” 

«Well, jou'mark my words,” 
Bunter. 


















reesble gentleman.” 





snorted 


our nose if you don't 





‘The oar drew up in the courtyard of 
the hotel. Whoa, the juniors slighted, 
one of the first things they saw w: 
eld tassel Guttering ovor tho heads of 

crowd in the court. Hassan grinned 
at thom with a flash of white teeth. 
“Pracked down!” grinned Bob 


“T'follow my gentlemen lords,” said 
grinning. “Tomorrow Jou 











‘Hotel Cherr: 


desiro only backsheosh, But Hstan ia 
truth~speaking. ‘Hassan is the 
dragoman speaking the truth—" 

Jo away |” 

ig Ropinald marched jis 
10 Hotel Magnifique. 

in the courtyard. Later, 
juniors camo out on th baleony in the 
cool of the evening to watoh’ the endless, 
ever-moving, ever-changing crowd, & 
red tarboosh and a gold tassel danced 















under tho railing as Hassan salaamed 
ike_ clockwork. : 

“Hallo, ‘hallo, hallo! Horo ho is 
again!” chuckled Bol 

“Ho, ba, hal? 

Tho juniors could not help laughing. 
Higssan grinned up at thom, 


“Gentlemen. lorda. com 
gadis by aight?” be asked. 
thow you everyth 

Sir Roginald leaned over the railing 
and ‘waved his cigar at the dragoman. 

“Go away” bo said. 

“Sor, Hassan is your dragoman.” 

“Go'away!™ 

“Tomorrow, at, sunrise, Hassan. wi 
be here, sar, fo show you ovorything, 

“Go away!” 

“Hascan awaits your commands, my 
gentleman.” 

ssa ra atl thre whep the G 
fciave fellows wont to bod. "hey might 
have fancied that he eamped for 
night beforo the hotel in tho gpen 
{or when. they looked out. in the morn: 
ing, tho gold tassel on his tarboosh was 

‘Continued on page 16.) 
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(Continued from page 13.) 





gleaming in tho sun, He was waiting 
for them with a grinning, brown face, 
and it was evidout that’ there was no 
escape for them. Hassan had consti- 
tuted himself their drogoman. 





THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
‘A Cocktail for Mauly ! 
A LEXANDRIA shimmered in a 


laze of sun. 





of tho Pharachs—the dim, 
immemoris] land of tho 
Only a couple of days were to 
be spent in tho ancient city ‘of the 
conquering Alexander; then they were 
going. on to) Cairo, to the Sphinx ‘and 
10 Pyramids, tho Nilo and 

















i id the tombs, rhi eee 
juxor and the. tombs,” perhaps even 
glimpes of Lee Lee it wen gio 
ronpeet, and they wero ono 
very minute of i, in spfto ot tho beet 


and tho flies and the d 
Eyon 
that bril 


jragomans. 





Mouly had sat down in a 
ehair on the balcony, with 
log crossed over the other, and his 












ltsped behind his noble head. "His 
lordship was apparently content to s00 
Alexandria sitting down and. without 
MwBuck up, Mauly, old man!” said 

uc z i 
Bunter. ‘Don’t’ ‘siaok, ‘old | chap! 


Z lnok, 
bi gern ig 
eathcy seathal be 
Lord Mauleverer. piace 
“Don't you want to see the sights?” 
“L'm,sedin’ Lota of them through the 













a lot of things to 200, fat- 
‘The Sphinx, Is the Spbisx at 
you fellows?” 
at "Cairo, fathead 


the great Pyramid of 
Chops,” anid, Bunter. 
#2he whatter?” 


said 





& king, of something.” 

“Ob, Cheops!” said Harry. “The 
Pyramid of Cheops is on the other side 
‘of Cairo.” 


“I dare say it is, But I'm talking 
about a 


“Blessed if I see anything to, cackle 
at Tim not going to miss seeing the 
Pyramid of Chops, I can tell you. I 
ay, Mauly, got a moyo on! Ain't you 
ite in Chops?” 
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“You see, old chap, wo want you to 
pay for ‘admission 10. all the places, 
Sxplained Bunter. 

“Oh gad” ejaculated Lord Maul- 
everer, “Ho had’ rather wondered Why 
Billy ‘Bunter was eo keen on is com: 
pany. Now bo. know! 

‘Bir Reginald Brooke r 
balcony. “What . 
butterfly uttered behind. him, ‘it w 
Hassan, the son of Suleiman, salasm- 
ing as bo camo, as if ho had s stool 
spring in his beck., How a men could 
Keep'gn folding ‘himoalt “up ike a 

otknife was rather « mystery to 
Juniors, Bat no 
alot of practice. 

Tho, old baronet bad. snctsome 

usintances st the Hotel Magnifique, 
fo be had been in ‘Egypt, many 
‘nd was past the age for activo 
strenuous sight-seeing in e hot climate, 
osha that was why he had yielded 
to the blandishments of the son of Sulel. 
man.” Evidently Hassan had succeeded 
in hooking on. "Sir Reginald was going 
to. tako ® resi, in. the company of hit 
lderly’ friends, while tho juniors saw 
athe gid ay bo 

“have engaged this guide, my boys, 
ssid the baronet. “The hotel manager 
Fecommends him, and you will bo safo 
Under his guidance.” z 

“All hotol managers in, Alexandria 
and in Caito please to give personal 

i atid. Hassan, salaaming. 
SPhey know Hassan, the only.one Ara 
in Egypt who speaks the truth.” 

“T have given this men his instrue- 
ions,” anid Bir Reginsld, “and. you 
ll be careful not to wander away from 
iim, and he will bring you beck to the 
hotel for lunch.” ‘ 

“Hassan is your dragoman, gentle- 

rds,” ahd the guide, his Hoxible 
Bock going again like clockwork. “Yon 
trust ffassan {All other guides ere liars 


said Billy 
left them 














‘d_ and thieves !” 


fellows,” 








Bunter. ‘ 
Lord Mauloverer’s hand wont to bis 
istooat, pocket. 

“Yass,” ho answered. 

“Are you going to tell all Egypt 
about it, Bunter?” asked Johnny Bull 





sarcastically. ‘There were at least a 
dozen people within hearing of Bunter's 





at = 
waiter? | Here, waiter!” 
Tord Mouleverer sat up. 
“Let's have a which?” he ejaculated. 
“A cocktail,” said Bunter breesily. 
“Lota of the 


cocktails. It's 





doubt Hassan had had i 


and his fat 


THE MAGNE: 


T'll stand the cocktails all rownd. You 
Tend me some money—” 

‘Ha, ha, ha” 

Here, waiter!” called ont Bunter. 
“Cocktails 

“Yosser!” 

“You frabjous owl!” roared Bob 
Cherry, “If the waiter brings you a 
cocktail, Pi] pour it down the back of 
your neck.” 

“Now, look here, Bob Cherry,” said 
the fat Owl, blinking soverely at Bob 
through his'big spectacles, “I want it 
understood, once and for all, that I 
don’t want’ any of your Remove passage 
tricks here. Remember," you're 
travelling now in decont company, and 
try to do me credit.” 







lor 
blowed,”” 
cocktail 
it strong.” 





“Wo can shake » loose leg 
know,” said the fatuous Owl, “What's 


here, vou 
‘tho good of being on a holiday in a 
foreign country ft ‘wo can't ehake. © 
oose log? What?” 

“You howling ass!” exclaimed Harry 
Wharton, “If vou mopped up a cock: 
tail we should have to roll, you along, 
or wheol you on a barrow.” 

“Yah! 

“Phe esteemed cocktail is not 














1° 


oper ape, my idiotio Bunter,” said 
iurreo Jamsot Ram Singh, 
“Rats!” NA 


Billy Bunter evidently meant business, 
He had ordered a cocktail, and ho was 
going to drink a cocktail if only to 
show the other fellows that he could 
do what he liked—which wae a rather 
important consideration with tho Owl of 
the Remove. ‘The opinion of the other 
fellows was. that Billy Bunter couldn't 
do as he liked—not, at all ovonts, to 
the extent of absorbing cocktails. 

‘Tho waiter camo back with a well- 
Inden, tray; "Six lemonados wore 

















r 
Placed on tho table, and one cocktail 
ily Bunter, with ‘a defiant blink at 
the Co,, reached out @ fat hand to his 
Ee cggbimter, certainly, had no 
nowledge of the probable effects of « 
cocktail” taken internally. Taken 
externally, it was not agrecable; but, 
undoubtedly, ever so much better than 
taken internally. And the chums of the 
Remove wero quito detormined that if 
Bunter took that cocktail at all he was 
going to take it external 
“Hero's how!” said Bunter recklessly, 
as he lifted the glass. Bi 
doubt that he looked quite 
the world. 
Bob Cherry grabbed his fat wrist, 
“Ow! Leggo, you beast!” howled 
Bunter. 
“Sure you want this cocktail? asked 


“Yes; blow you!” 

“It will be jolly bad for you if it 
cogs down, the inside of your neck!” 

80 its going, down outside—" 

“Ha, ba, hal” 











Billy Bunter struggled as Bob twisted 

aw; with the glans in i, round 
to the back of his neck, ‘The contents 
of the glass shot out in s stream, and 
landed just under Lord Mauleverer's 
chin, and streamed down him. Lord 
Meslenre agred ag feet. er 
once, forgot cal ba end at 
stamps the caste of Vere de Vere. He 


“Ob, my bat!” gasped Bob, 


EVERY SATURDAY 


You clumsy ass, Bunter!” exclatmea 
Wharton, 

“ sty, fellows— 
Eg ge 
down on tho balcony, with a bump 
that almost shook the Hotel Magnifique. 








“Oh gad!” gasped Lord Mauleverer. 

I'm soaked!, I'm drenched! I shall 
have to go ard change! Kick Bunter 
whilo I'm gone.” 

“Certainly, old chap!” 

*"Yarooooh |” 


Lord Maulevorer disappeared into 
the hotel, dripping with Bunter’s cock 
(ail, ‘Tho fat junior squirmed away 
from several lunging fect. After about 
& quarter of an hour his lordship 
emorged again, and tho Greyfriars 
fellows followed Hassan, the ton of 
Suleiman, down the steps from the 
balcony, and started to seo Alexandria, 











THE ELEVERTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Plekpocket 1 
WeYRHE Komel-Chogafea—” 

“Ob, my hat! The which? 
“Th Kom - el - Chogafa!” 
said Hassan beaming. "Mag. 
nifleont eatncombs chock-full of dead 
porsons—yos !” és 
“Oh! Tho jolly old catacombs!” said 
Bob Cherry. "i 
“Hassan toll you everything. Here 
you pay for admission—it is only five 
Pinstres for every gentleman lord. 
Nothing! ‘To see catacombs chock-full 
fof dead persons is worth many piastres. 
Yost” Hassan toll you tho truth.” 
‘Tho juniors had seen the busy. Place 
Mohanimed Ali; and the shops in the 
Ruo Chorif Pasha; and had stared up 
Pompoy's -Pillar, onco supposed to bo 
the buriai-placo of tho groat Pompey. 
Hassan, indood, had assured them that 
Pémpey was. thero; toment the 
juniors took the liberty of doubting, as 
they did many other statements of tho 
only truth-spoaking Arab in Egypt. 
Thoy had had Pompey in history-class 
uth Mir uolch at Greyfriars, so they 
Knew all “about the hapless Roman 
genoral whose head was cut off when 
ho landed in Egypt long ago, So they 
only smiled whon Hassan told them 
that ho was a groat sheikh of ancient 
times, and tho vory King of Egypt 
who ‘had oppressed tho Children of 
Tsraol. After which, they arrived at 
‘the catacombs, and followed their guide 
down tho modern steps which led to 
the ancient entrance, glad to get out 
of she late Of Mh Sate they 
"I say, you fellows, I think 
might put in a lift ‘horel””, grunted 
Billy Buntor, as the explorers descended 
a long winding staircase. “Look here, 
Pm going to sit down and rest. Wait 
for mot i 
“Oh, buck up, fatty!” said Bob. 
“Shan't 
Billy Bunter sat down, half-way down 
tho winding. staircase." Hig fat little 
loge, ware fatigued. 
ho rest of the party followed Hassan 


down. 
“Tsay, you follows, wait hero for 
mo!” yelled Bunter. "1 won't Keep you 
half an hour! 
“That's all right, ola fat bean—you 
won't keep us half a minute!” said 
Cherry, over his shoulder. 




































the fect that he was in 
iho 






1g foot on 
the stair abore him, as if someono was 
coming down in a burry. 


‘Bump. 

“Oh crumbs?” gasped Bunter, as the 
man running down from above, landed 
on him, and sprawled over him. 

‘The fat junior roared. He was rather 
hurt, But the man, who had lost his 
footing and tumbled down the steps, 
was more hurt than Bunter. Ho sat 
up, several steps below the, fat, Owl 
and glared up st him wi eyes 
frome brown face, and poured out & 
stream of infuriated Arabic. 


Bunter rubbed the back of bis head, f 


and glared at the native through his 
big spectacles. 

You clumsy nigger!” he roared. 
‘Tho Arab scrambled up, clutched up 
tho tarboosh that had fallen from his 
head, and clamped it down on his thick 
dark aie, glaring savagely ab Billy 

junter. 

“Fat fool” he panted, breaking into 
English. “Why you sit on a stair?” 

lumsy — asei” Bs 

“Can't you look whero you're going?” 


OUR 10,600-CIFT PLAN 
REBULT. 

Our recent, huge coupon-collectia 
aterm ymnlcn many ousands ol 
Fine Gitt Books were offered, proved 
‘8 tremendous success, and as’a result 

saders all over the country are DOW 
enjoying the topping books they have 











aly. 


that it is not possibl 
ve al 


‘thelr names in the paper. 
I prizes ‘for Tome readers "were, 
lhow ever, sent off promptly, and ale 
personal’ letters trom the Editor to 
fail unsuccessful entrants, 

‘The remaining 600 of the Prize 
Books offered are, of course, be 
reserved. for Overseas “readers 
‘whom there is a later ‘closing date— 
fand these will bo awarded and sent 
‘As soon as possible after that date. 




















‘Tho dark-brown face stared up at 
him evilly. 
‘Tho Arab was a short, thick-sct di 





muscular man, with the scar of an old i 


Knife-cut acroi one brown cele. As 
Bunter blinked at him it dawned on hie 
far brain that he bad seen tho man 
before—hanging about the balcony of 
the hotel thet morning. 

digs paistile “peaed eee ae 
ingy "gal ‘irdled  roun 
walk, were to munserous to.be noticed, 
But be bad noticed the livid knifosear 
that ran scross the brown cheek from 
hose fo ear. ‘Tho scarred man bad 
proached the Greyiriars party sveral 
Himes with picture postesrds forsale 
His tray of picture posteards, bowever, 
wwas not with him now. 

“*farioghee fool! said the Arab, be- 
tween his tothy and he mde a motion 
to come up the steps again, apparently 
10 seal with tho fat fu — 
Ce Ft ras tention, he 

fanged. it. With a. blac at 
Bunter, he turned away and ran down 
the lowor sta 























" ir. 
Billy Bunter was glad to sec him go. 
‘The look on tho scarred face bad been 
rather slarming. 
‘Beast grunted Bunter. 
Tho running footsteps died away 


“Beast I” 
‘The, Greyteiars party and the drago- 
lisappea: low. 
Bunter sat end grunied, and fanned 
himself ‘with Lord ‘“Mauleverer’s below. 
Panama, 


Ho sat in the middle of the windin 
staircase, fanning bimself, oblivious 





"Why tho man was in haste was a 
mystery to Bunter. There was nothing 
‘but the catacombs at the bottom of the 


retorted Bunter. 


v7 


stair, in which natives were not intor- 
ested like foreiguere who came to sco 
the sights," Anyhow,” the place” was 
open all day to visitors. 

Billy Bunter grunted, rubbed his head 
again, set Lord Mauloverer’s Paname 
‘on it, and resumed his way down—at a 
much slower pace than’ the scarred 
foots ond guid 

‘ourists and guides. were movin, 
about the chambers eut in the rocky a 
Bunter ‘blinked round ‘Tor the ‘Grey: 

friars party. It was the voice 0} 
Hassan that guided him to them at last, 

“Hore is bier in shape of lion,” came 
the sing-song voice of Hassan, “the 
three gods which stick around are 
Horus,” ‘Thoth, and Anubis— great 

of ancient times!” Hore is 
of Isis, who made tho sacrifice, 
carved in rock, which is very wonderful, 
Horo in’ sarcophagus is dead person 











Fs 

‘The Greyfriars follows wero standing 
round Hassan, as he expounded, 

‘Ava little distance from thom a thick: 
scl pure i farboorh and yalabych stood 

If Riddon ina nicho in tho rock ‘wall, 
black eyes fixed on th Greytrard 
ty. 

‘As they moved on the thickaet Sure 
moved after then, at a distance, still 
‘nd ‘behind Nim, rolled’ Billy 
Binteriith:a "grin on ie fat foe 

Te was the scarred Arab who had 
fallen over ‘him on the ataie who. was 
following the juniors and’ keeping them 


ion, ho did not 
ook, back, he 




















‘and, 
did not observe Buntor 
coming on behind. 

Billy Bunter’s fat brain was not quick 
on the uptako; But he could guess that 
the scarred man had followed tho party 
on their excursion that morning, and ho 
could guess the r 












eck, had not, von- 
If be seen; but it was 
‘easy enough for him to sct @ spy on tho 
party, and Bunter had no doubt that 
tho scarred man was tho spy. ‘That was 
why ho had been running down tho 
nding stair—having momentarily, Josb 
ight of the party when they went dow, 

into tho atacoml J 

Bunter grinned o fat erin. 

Buntor “wondered whethor he was 
ooking Maul 
o 

















Hassan, with an incessant stream of 
talk, led’ the way down a. lower stair- 
cast, into a lower sory of the cata. 
combs, After them went tho scarred 
fan, keeping well Lehind, and after tho 
seried oat went” Bunter, grinning. 
The juniors, keenly intorested. in 
strange relies of ancient. times, had no 
Stepicion” that they ‘were beibe 
shadowed, 

“Hore it is more datk!” chanted 
Hassan, at the oorner of a. passage cut 
in‘the solid zook.. "But my gentlemen 
Uorda willbe) ‘able to soe wonderful 
strcophugus, from which “mummy 20: 
moved, now in muscum. Beyond there 
is gallery chock-full of dead’ persons | 
added Hassan, by way of consolation, in 
gases obareed) wore disappointed at 

ing one of the sarcophagt empty. 

"The Greyfriars fellows went into the 
sorzidor, which was dusky and di, got 
ting only a glimmer from tho lig t- 
Shafts of the ger apartments, Ih 

tered before the sarcopbegus, wh 
fy ia @ deep niche in the rook wall. 

huge stone coffin waa empty, and 
the Hg "shieh ae alto of solid rock, 
Stood back on its edge. 
"Tae Macwer Liskany,—No. 1279, 
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‘The juniors peered into the dim 
interior, in which a 
ptiaa had lain for, perhaps, two 
teubend years, bis namo and age being 
painted, in red paint, on the rock toml 
‘Still visible, ‘and ‘readable, if the 
juniors cauld have understood it, 

‘The mummy, as Hassan told them, 
had been removed to the museum. 
Although the lid stood up on edgo and 
the Sarcophagus ‘was kept open, a musty 
emell lingered in it, and one glance was 
enough for the juniors. 

Hassan was telling them that it was 
the tomb of some early Alexandrian 
citizen, whose namo was Psah, when 
there was » bustle in the dusky corridor, 














and. tho soarred Arab pushed rude 
fbrough the group. of eboolbors, He 
shoved against Bob Cherry, who 
promptly pushed him back, and he stag- 
fered. on, Lord Mauloveror, pressing 
that youth to tho wall, and” falling 
against hima, 
Here, you |b 


what you’ do?” 
loudly and jodignentiy. “You push one 
Kentleman lord, son of five ‘hundred 
"Oh gad! Gerroff” gasped Lord 
Mauleverer, 

Harry Wharton caught, the man by 
labyeh, and pulled him away from 
Mauloverer. 

‘The scarred man tore himself loose, 
and burried on, wit it speaking 
word, and disappeared into the galley 
‘at tho end of the rock passage, He w: 
gono almost in & moment. 

“E ny, you follows” Buntor 
rolled up behind tho juniors," “I say, 
stop that man!” Ho's got itt" 

Hallo, hallo, hallo! You turned up 
again?” “oxolaimod Bob Cherry. 

“YE tell. you ho's got itt” exe 
Fg fo reat salen = 

en, following you, and T've been 
watching him, I jolly well know what 

















inn 











he was after, "He's picked your pocket, 






‘ass Mauly had 
Rockets and E tell 
jen following and 


why ho b ” 
wet ae on 
searab's eafo, Mauly—auick 
‘Yang ld bean ine 
rd Maulovercr slid his sli 
into his waistont pockok "They" chara 
Nt Genet oxclaimed Ni 
fone? exclaimed Nugent. 
“Oh gad! Yeas 
“Y aay, you fellows, T told 
grinned Banter. "Loi her 
Sop him bof 
eatacombs. 
ontloman, lord he bas 


you so!” 





ne Ee 
robbed Poxclaimed Hussan, in dismay. 
«Got itlet that Arab scoundrel 
et after that Arab scoundrol !" ex- 
claimed Wharton hastilys 
“Fold onl” exclaimed Lord Maul- 


everer. ““Iv’s all right!” 

"Have you got the scarab?” 

“No; but—" 

“Fathead ! 
momont to lose 

“Tes all right 
“You seo— 

“T say, you follows, that nigger was 
ylching us at the hotel, and he. knew 
Mauly had tho scarab ‘in his waistcoat 

kot all right,” said Bunter. “He's 
been aftgr us all'the timo, and I spotted 
him— 

“Yaas, I faney he knew where the 
scarab was,” assented Lord Mauloverer 
cheerfully,’ “I felt him poke me in the 
‘ribs when he shoved me at the wall, and 
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haven't a 
gasped his lordship. 











mummified ji 








jut, you see, I 
before we left the hotel—' 

“What?” 

“You remember Bunter's cocktail was 
gpilled over mo,” chuckled his lordship. 
“Well, I hed to change my waistcoat, 
you ktow-and the searab's in the other 
Waisteoat.” 


lod Bob , *Laft it in your 
‘Foon at the hotel 

Yass! Forgot all about it, you 
know.” 

"You silly oss” 

“Well, 


I, 2 fellow can’t. remember 
‘everythin',” said his lordship. “I for- 
FPi,all about the, dashed searab when 
changed my waistcoat, Lucky I did, 
‘as it turns out! That sportsman would 
hay had it?” 
Well, my bet!” exclaimed Bob 
erry. 
Lord Mauleverer chuck! 
“What a sell for the 
said, 
















kpocket had vanished—pro- 
most disappointed rascal is 
Evidently he Kad been 
following the juniors and watching for 
@ chance to pick Lord BMauloveror's 
cet of the scarab—and his chance 
iad come when the party wore in the 
im ee heey corridor. But for the 
fact that Mauly bad changed his waist- 
coat before leaving the hotel—and for- 
gotten to transfor tho ecarab—Ahore wae 
that tho. rascal would have 
ye aes 
lordship’s forgetfulness, save e 
fearab ‘once more from tho hands of 
Kalizelos. 








THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
In a Living Tomb! 
ORD MAULEVERER sat on the 


against 
niche. Hassan, the son of Suleiman, 
ywas saying his pieos, go to speak, recit: 
the history of Psah and his’ tomb, 
‘and translating—or, more probably, 
pretending to translato—the strango in: 
scription painted in red on tho rock, 
wuly’s eyes closed under the, brim 
hat he nodded drowsily while 











jing-song voice ran on, seem- 
ingly like the little brook in the poem, 
which went on for ever. But tho 





“Eh? 





“Lots and lots!” 
“Tho lotfulness is 
esteemed Bfauly.”” 


terrific, my 








ext proceed to 
cayated, chock-ful 

“Right-ho!” 
verer. “I'm comin’ 

‘The juniors followed iragoman 
and ‘tuzoed out of the orridar into the 
Wide, open ‘with rock 
Tholves, om which the tombs were laid 
with the mummies in ancient days. 


mado to 
rise, and follow, and thon sat down 


sain. 
iis lordship was tired. Ho had put 


is to bid him bo silent 


THE MAGNET 


in an unusual amount of oxercise that 
morning, and he wes getting » woleome 
rest. And his interest was nat deep in 
the “innumerable dead persons” which 
Hassan considered so attractive. 

‘Harry Wharton stopped at the corner 
of the sorridor and looked back. 

“Gome,on, Mauly!” he called, 

“Yang” yaymed Mauls: 

And the Greyfriars fellows followed 
the dragoman along "the gallery, 

iassan’s sing-song voice going on like 
the little brook. 4 

Lord Meuloveror remained sitting on 
the sarcophagus in the dim passago en- 
joying a rest But af, the sound of 

footsteps he mado an effort and rose, 
supposing that one of his comrades was 
coming back for him. 

“All right, old bean, T'm omin’ 
yawned Mauly, as he slipped from th 
Hong rim of the sarcophagus.“ 

Tt was not one of the juniors coming 
elong the corridor from the gallery, a5 
hho had supposed. 

Tt was a man drossod in European 
clothes, '& tarboosh, whose dark 
faco was almost hidden from sight by @ 
largo beard and a pair of bluo-tinted 











j eas 








may 
in “Manloveror glancod at him, and 





would heve d him; but the man 
Hopped direstiy in his way, his. block 
Sse, Serie’ through “the tinted 


Slansess 

‘What happened next took Maulevoror 
completely by surprise. 

‘Tho man in tho tinted glasses glanced 
swiftly over bis shoulder to. make sure 
that there, was noone in tho corridor 
behind him, end the next instant 
grasped at tho schoolboy earl. 

Before, Meulovorer could resist, or 
even think of resisting tho. sudden 
attack, he was swopt off his fect in the 
grasp’ of two “poworfal hands and 
Whirled into the deop niche in the rock 
wal wi re the sarcophagus lay, 

um 

“Ohi” gasped Maulevoror in utter 
os ra he was bumped down 
into the empty sarcophagus. 

Ho landed on his Eek and his assail- 
ent plunged in after him, pinning him 
down. 

‘A band grasped his throat, choking 
beck tho ory ho would have uttorod. 

Mauleverer stared upward in sheer 
topofaction at the face bending over 











Silence, my ordi” said a eoft, 
musical voice. 
Mauleveror started violently. 
id not know tho face disguised 
by tho beard and! tho big cooured 
slasies, but he knew the voice, 
Temes the voice of Kalizelos, the 
Greek, of Cairo. 
Tt was hardly needed for the Greek 
‘the grip on his 
throat eilenoed — him, » Mauleverer 
heart. tirobbed. He. had. lingered 
behind his comrades only for a. fer 
minutes, but those few minutes had been 
enough for his watchful enemy. Now 
fio was out of sight of his friends, even 
HF they footed back along the pasngo, 
fo sarcophagus was deep’ in the 
nicho cut in the cook wall, and could 
nb soon cloge a band 
o Greek grinned down at him. 
“have found you again, my lord!” 
ho said. “Did I not tell you at Maule- 
verer Towers thet you would meet mo 
again in Africa?” 
“Meuleverer could only stare up at 


“The, scarab!" whispered the Greek, 
“Give it to me and save your life, my 
lord!" Hamza failed to pick it from 
your pocket, But you have it about 
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you, T am. euro, of that! 
pocket, my lord” 
Ho folaxed the grip on Maule 


In which 









in a whisper!” ho hissed. 
indrel ’” panted Mauloverer. 
tho scarab?” _ 

T'vo not got it 








it happens” gi ile 
thioving | pickpocket 
would have got it if 1 had 1” 
‘The Greek’s eyes blazed. 


Lis grip tightenod on, the schoolboy 
carl’s throat again, silencing him. There 
was sound of footsteps. 

But they passed in the rock galler 
at tho ond of the passage. The Greel 
stoned intently. 

At any moment tourists and guides 
might come along the corridor to look 
at the tomb of Peah. But for the 
moment the corridor was deserted, and 
Mauloveror was at his enemy's mercy. 
Ho was sturdy, but his strength was 
nothing in the muscular grip of tt 
Greek. 

Kalizelos bent lower over the junior 

sprawling on his back in the hollow 
tomb. 
“Waste no time, thy lord!” he hissed 
in Mauloverer’s car. “There may be 
interruption any moment. I cannot 
‘afford the time to search you. Give me 
the scarab! Quick—quick—or I will 
close the tomb on you, and return to 
take it from your dead body!” 

Again he relaxed his grip on Maule- 
verer’s throat for, the schoolboy to 

ak. But, as Mauleyerer attempted to 
shout ho tightened it again, hie eyes 

lazing. 

“Fool! Die, then!” he breathed. 
“Die in the tomb of Psah, and I will 
tako, the scarab from your body when 
death keeps you silent 1? 

‘He sprang up and leaped from the 




















tomb. A crashing blow felled the junior 
as he scrambled up, 2nd ho sprawled in 
The sarephagus, ‘Tho next moment the 
Groek’s sinewy hands bad dragged over 
the stone lid, and it fell into its placo 
with a thud. 

Instantly ‘tho dim light was blotted 
frou Maulovorer’s eyes. Ho stretched 
his harids upwards, and they touched 
the cold stone above him. 


hn 
to) foot. 

Ho shouted, filling his narrow prison 
with’ booming sound; but be keaow only 
too well that no sound could penetrato 
beyond the thick, heavy stone. 

“Oh gad!” gasped Sauleverer. 

He braced himself against the floor of 
the ‘sarcophagus and pushed upward 
with his wholo strength. It seemed to 
him for a momient that the ston 
him stirred a little; but Yf so, 
only a little, His strength—or twice his 
strongth—would not have lifted it. 

Panting with his effort, his head spin- 
ning, Mauleverer sank back Ne 
sound reached him. Whether the mur- 

lorous Greek was goro he could not tell. 
‘There “might have tourists 
guthered round the tomb of Psak, and 
@ dragoman expounding the history of 
the mummy to them. an 
heard no sound. Silence as of the gravo 
lay heavy upon him—silanco and over- 

with a 



























would not last long. 
yosdo terrible ffor to lift 
‘again be failed end ean! 
back exhausted. 
Eiow lone ho might I 
fow long he might liv 
tomb, til the sir failed, and he wat 
suffocated, he could not ‘tell. But not 
long—not long! If the stone lid of the 
sarcophagus was not lifted, he was 


in that living 


ho would havo th 


G, 
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doomed—and it would not be lifted till 
the Greck camo to search him for the 
searab—not till all was sure! 

He was lost—in the blackness of the 
tomb where « rummy once had lain | 
Where, long centuries ago, Psab, the 
Egyptian of Alexandria, had been laid 
in death, he was laid in life—till lifo 
flickered’ out liko a candle! And his 
friends, wandering among the rock- 
galleries, deop in the dusky catacombs, 
hover dreamed that tho sands of his life 
were running swiftly out! 











THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 


Startling! 
7 SAY, you fellows!” 

J “Tn every which tomb, when 
rocontly of late times excavated, 
wore found threo mummies—" 
‘say, you fellowe—” hooted 

Bunter. 

“Shut, up, Bunter 

What about lunch?” 

“Three bootiful specimens of mum 

spies wore, found in every one of ‘ll 
a my gentlemen 

Hassan. “And, furthor 


on, there aro still’ more , enormous 
numbers of dead persons—” 








rather an old ass, and I can't say I 
like his manners. ‘Still, he’s in chergo 
of uy and we're bound! to respect i 
7 
“At mealtimes, anshow!” grinned 
Bob. “Perhaps it’s time wo got a 
‘Macuer Laszany.—No. 1,279. 





2 


ove on, you ment Tes @ good step 
6 hotel. 

“Oh, my gentlemen lords, do not be 
in pressed burry” exclaimed Hassan, 


numbers of dead persons, To retur 
to hotel we take arabeyah, which, in 
English, is called ‘cabby.’’ Yes, there 
is plentiful time to take jeisurely look 
at wonders of catacombs.” 
i's a jolly interesting place, 
ap than’ be Bere ain,” said Harry. 
“Te you're hungry, ‘ 
“YP olly woll’aia ” aaid Bunter, with 
onEen deat coke 1” 
‘Thon’ you cam go, and eat 
“Why, you cheeky beast —” 





“Where's Mauly?” asked Nugent, 
glancing round. “Have we left bim 
behind? I suppose he won't lose the 


scarab, as wo left it, at the hotel; but 
he, will lose himself.”” 

“Sitting down somewhere for a res 
I suppose,” said Johnny Bull. “We! 
pigle him, up as we go back, 

“I say, you fellons, let's go back 
now! I'm hungry.’ Never. mind 
Mauly—if he's lost himself, he can 
follow us—anybody will tell him the way 
‘out. Look hero, if you jolly well don't 
somo, Tl jolly’ well, go without you 1” 
doclared Bunter. “Pm not going to 
io of hunger in these beastly catacombs 
to_ploaso, you, sea?” 

tarry Whatton looked back along the 
ook-aallory, A good many people wero 
in sight, tourists and guides and touts, 
but he could not see Lord Mauleverer 
among them. 












whero we left hi 1a corridor 
botween the galleries, id. 1 
thought he Gone 
to aleop, better 


go bad him—Nunky told us 
ot to got separated.” 









“I say, you fellows—" 
“Shut ‘up, Bunter!” 
Tho Fomous Fivo, re 
steps slong tho rock-gallory to the 
corner of the corridor whore tho tomb 


of Psah lay in tho excavated niche, 
is tho corridor was, they could 
‘seo through it, to the “lighted rock 
chamber at the other ond, and there was 
no one to be seca. 
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“Not there,” said Bob, “unless he's 
sitting on the jolly old tomb in the wall. 
Hallo, hallo, hallo! Mauly !” 

Bob’s powerful voice boomed along 

‘But there came no 





“We sro looking for a 
haps you havo geen him? 
The spectacled man shook his head, to 
indicate that he did not understand 
English. Hassan came | along tho 
corridor after the juniors, his gorgeous 
Faiment ‘making a “bright splash of 
‘colour in the gloomy place. 

Let ‘Hassan ack him” said Bob, 
“Hassan, old bean, ask this chap if he’s 
sean Mableverer.” i 

e  dragoman the 
spectacled man in Ar 
seemed to the juniors a surly way, the 
man shook his head, still without speak- 
ng, and) turning his back, prooeeded to 
light second cigarette from the stump 
of, the firet. 

“This person 
man_ lor 





Harry Wharton ran back along the 
rockecorrior, eo for es the tomb of 
‘As he camo to the deop siche cut in 


addressed 
jo. In what 





tho wall, ho saw that-a man was lean- 
ing on the tomb, of which the stone lid 
Was now closed.” He was dressed in 
Europeen clothes, save for tho tarboosh, 
and this face could hardly be seen, undet 
tiarge beard and « pais of largo, blue 
tinted glasses As’ he leaned on tho 
mono tep of tho earcophegus, he. 
lighting a cigarette, and he did not 
even glance at Wharton as ho came up. 
"There was nothing to be seen of Lord 
Mauleverer. "Wharton noticed that the 
stone lid of the sarcophagus was closed 
but ‘certainly it did not occur to him 
for a moment that it had cloved over 
the junior he was looking for. He sup- 
pated, without thinking about it, thet 
itodian of tho place had closed 


seid Harry, as his friends 
‘He must has 








has not seen tho gontlo- 





bt he hay walked along to gallery, 
mn, 





ny dang 


from pic kets; be 
careful. ‘That pick 
‘the only man that that rotter 
“Ea oe tae 
a9, you follows— 
Shut’ dp, Bunter?” 
erry. 
“1 tall you I jolly woll won't go round 
rooting after that silly idiot. Mauty 
lled’ Bunter, *T'at going back to 
lunch, sco? Mauly can go and eat 
goke! I warned you that you'd got lost 
if you got out my sight—you can’t 
say T didn’t! Well, Mauly's’ got lost, 
fand bo can stay Joat, and bo blowod to 
him! Now let's get back to lunch |” 
fe: ‘Kick him!” growled Johnny Bull, 


‘The juniors started up the, sortidor 
jain. They wore not alarmed for Lord 
ealevorors ut thoy’ hed "made "up 
their minds to, look for him and 
him at once. ‘They little dreamed, as 
thoy “started, that they. were turn 
their backs on the baplest junior, an 
they did not see the rere glitter in 
the eyes under tho blue-tinted glasses of 
the man leaning on the tomb. 
“Look hero, I'm not coming !” roared 
aco illy owl ped 
me o1 ou silly owl!” snap; 
Bob, over ls “shoulder, 
tpi 





ca 
ket. ma; 








not be 
alizelos 


roared Bob 











“T say, you 
“Dry up, Bi 
“Toak hore, 












The bearded, spectacled i 
on porage se 
oa, 

Teast. But from under the 





Tom Merry &Co. 
On The Spree 


Splash! The unpleasant 
‘chief mate of the good al 
Condor takes a forced 
ducking when he tries to 
bully ‘Tom Merry & Col 
This is only one of the 
humorous incidents from 
the full-of-fun_ long com- 
plete story of Tom Merry 
& Co. when they take 
French leave to go, on, 
trip, to the sea." You'll 
laughloudand long over the 
humorous adventures of 
these light-hearted school- 
boys, which appears in 





‘ome, with us, you fat idiot” 
exclaimed Harry Wharton. “You will 
ove yourself in ‘two ticks, ‘and wo shall 
have to hunt for you as well as Mauly. 

“Yah 

“Oh, yank him along 
exclaimed Nugent, “*" 
fat dummy on hia own.” 

Bob Cherry strode back | towards 
Bunter. It was more likely than not 
that the fat Owl, left on his own, would 
have lost himself in the ‘catacombs, 
and the chums of the Remove cortainly 
did not want two lost fellows to hunt 
for, up and down the passages and gal- 
leries and rock-chambe: b Cherry 
grabbed at tho fat Owl'e collar. 

“Come on, you silly chump!” he 
grunted, —” 

Bunter squirmed. 

“Leggo!” ho yolied. 
not coming!” ~ 

“This way, idiot!” 

“You checky rotter—” 

“Got 2 move on, fathead!” 

Billy Bunter made « torrifio effort to 











“Beast! I'm 
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But now a. strange and terrible sus- 


enh ey inaeed ios as aloes ee 
off in "8. i, anc everer at this sittin 

‘ rock wail. Billy Bunter on tho ‘and they had foun 
spun away like s fat humming-top, the Greek And the sarcop! 





rt, 





‘Tho man, taken utterly by surprise 
that sudden pode gall 
iggered and. stumbled over, Billy 





unter sprawling on the floor with him, 
olutohing frantically. Ono of his f 
hands caught tho stranger's beard— 
which came of in his grasp. Bunter, 
hardly noticing in the exeitement of the 
moment what had happened, rolled 
spluttoring with the false beard 
lutched in his fat fingers. 

‘Bob Cherry jumped forward to help 
tho strangor up, and the other fellows 
ran back to the spot, ‘The next moment 
there. w ‘of astonishment from 














us 
theh 
jan beeathlossly scrambling up. 
‘Tho bluc-tinted glassos lay smashed on 
the’ rock-floor, tho. false beard. was in 








Bunter’s clutch—and now that the board 
and the glases wore gone, a clear-cut 
olive-skinned face was revealed—a face 
they’ knew. 


Jou, fellows-yacol! 
; ve banged 
Greek wi 















‘most in a twinkling of an eye he 

vanished out of the rock corridor, leav: 

ing tho juniors. staring blankly, and 
Billy Bunter sitting up, spluttering, and 

per ing at the board clutched in his fat 
and. 








THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Saved from the Tomb 1 
ASSAN, the dre 
H storing alter | the 
Greoley moro 


the Groyfriai 
know tho dealer of Cairo: 










That in Kalizclos, the rich dealer of 
Cairo!” he ojaculated. “Why does he 
wear 1 beard tat doos not ‘belong? 
Why does he run?” My gentlemen lords, 
this is one astonishmenta knock into 

Gookshat, as you say in your mag. 

Aigeent language, ea” 
Tsay, you fellows—’ 

“Te was Kalizelos,” said Harry Whar- 
ton, “"Ho lias been spying of us, of 
Courso—got, up like thet 20 that’ wo 
Should not know bim.” 

“Well he's gone,” said Bob. “We'd 
better looks for Mauly' Phe sooner we 
find. hin the better, with ‘that  Grock 
segundrel knocking about.” 

"Come om" said. Johnny Bi 
“Manly” can't’ be far away; But wo'd 
better find him at once.” 

‘Berry Wharton. 

He stood quite stil, his eyes xed on 
tho tomb on which tho disguised Gresk 
had beon loaning. 

almost scared look was on his face, 
anid the colour wavored in bis checks. 

‘But for the dlacovery that the man at 
tho. tomb. was. fealizelos,” the juniors 
would have left the spot’ unsuspecting. 















Yan’ which ad eon standing, open when 


they left it, was closed. 
attached no importance to that cireum- 
stance—till now! But_now— 
“What—” began Bob, startled by 
the look on the faco of the captain of 
the Remove. 
Miharion caught his breath, 


athed, “IE that 


“No, sac) T havo not seon this, tomb 
closed ‘before this time,” said the drago- 
may. “Wonderful mummy being re- 
moved to musoum, tomb is left open for 
hongurablo inspection by inquisitive 
“But what—” began Nugent, 
“If Kalizolos phan ya en Oe 


WRITE A GREYFRIARS 
LIMERICK AND WIN A 
WALLET! 


One atternoon, round about three, 
Monsigur Charpentier said? 
Now, 


The above winning effort was 
gent in by T. Beard, of 17, Boyer 
Street, Derby. 

POST YOUR LIMERICK TO. 
DAY, CHUM! 





ho read Wharton's thought.“ 
it's impossible—oven that villain—" 

“Got it open” 

“Yes, rathor!” 

“Think goodness that Bunter 
the fool, and we found 
panted Wharton, “But for that we 
should haye gone— Lend a, hand. 
the thing open! Hassan, help us!” 
“es, sari Lid of sarcophagus being 

‘avy indeed, but Hassan is strong 
us King Ramooes,” said tho dragonan 
and he a his muscular grasp, and 
helped the juniors to lift the heavy 
stone lid of the sarcophagus. 

‘Tho same thought was in the minds of 
all the juniors now—though it soemed 
almost too terrible to beliove. ‘Tho 
‘great mass of stono swung up, and back, 
in their combined grasp, and they 
stared into the interior. 





a 
Ealiselot out" 














A 
shadow within the stone tomb. 

<DMauly 

Many hands eeized the schoolboy earl 
gpd lifted him out of the sarcophagus, 
‘Ho was conscious, but his face was whito 
as chalk, He leaned heavily on Harry 
‘Wharton's shoulder, as the juniors set 


him on his feet, and his breath came in 
asp 
“Mauly, old man—” breathed 
arton. 





the thump did into ‘that pena 
2 
hole for, Mauly? ca 


snot, seen 


“Mauly!” panted Wharton. 
wile fee shmened bea te Eee 
“Yes, sar! 


a 


Lord Moulevorer stared at him, and a 
fe int smile came over his colourless face. 

‘Oh gad!” he murnured. “tT 
glad to see you follows! I—I thought I 
wept whet did 76a get into the tomb 

what did you get into the tom 

fort” asked Bunter, "Y¥ou'murt have 
been a silly ass, Mauly.” 

I was chucked in, fathead!” said 
Mauleverer. 
















i, hada’t found him here, you 
mean,” intorrupted Billy Bunter.” "T 
don’t’ want to rub it in, but I'd like to 





know what would have hi if 

hadn's been With you? Tack you 
“0h 

T’ve saved Mauly’ 

ao, 


once. 


jassan, 
Lord’ Mauleverer grinned, 
“There'd have been o} 


portony if you follows hadn't hooked ime 
ervoty if yo wsdn't hooked me 
yim rath 


that jolly old tomb,” ho said. 
fed-up on tombs and things. 
If you fellows don’t mind, Pd rather 
chuck these jolly old catacombs, 


















“Come ont” said Harry Wharton, 
Mauloverer leaned on Wharton's arm 
ke to the 
His 


r 70 the 
the brilliant sunshine 
followed thom with rather a 
ful expression on his face. 





quite oss of interest in 

innumerable dead persons. But 

after what had happened, the juniors 

had had more than enough of the cata: 
itlemen 


combs : 
en 

hots dited Hewan mf 
Yee—get us an araboych,” said 


But if my gentlemen 
an enormous Arab 





Hassan sadly of 
Mauleverer into the arabeyeh and got 


‘Wharton helped 


inwith him, wo more arabeyehs were 
called for the rest of the party, and they 
slated om els homeward we, Hast 
Trotting after the carriages, his 
tice) “dancing im the sum,” As the 
"Tae Micker Lisnant.—"No, 1,270, 


a 
i along the Rue de 1s Hoe snapped the window ebut. 
Giionse* popes, “Hosian salted out to “hat Sel 





is gentlemen lords, and pointed with 
his stick. 

“Hero is great cometery, my fine 
gentlemen—you look out of ao arabeyeh 
and see tremendous cemetery——” 
‘But the chums of Greyfriars had lost 
their interest, in sight sesing, for, the 
present, and they di ‘even glance 
at the celebrated Arab cemetery. The 





gn its journey southward to 
Bunter, in a corner of the carriage wit 












arabeyehs rolled on through the busy the Famous Tiye, grunted. 
roots of Alerandsa, the juniors funk, "Beastly hot ho remarked. 

ing, not of the sights of the city of “It’s not chilly!” agreed Bob. 
‘Alexander, but of what-had happened “And it's dusty—" grunted Bunter. 
in the calacombs—excopting, of course, “Blowed jf T over eaw co much dust 
Bunter. “Bunter was thinking of his anywhere.” 

uch. immenso relict,” tho 


palals the jolly old dosert,” said 
“And tho fies—took, at the fics—” 





arrived ab the Hotel Magnifique 
time for lunch—and, so far as 





iy 
Bunter was concerned, at least—all was said Bunter. “There's a beastly fly 
‘calm and bright! Kogps setting on * 


it for a straw: 





expect ho tal 


beg 


EI 
SERRE H CORRE There was no doubt that it was hots 





Off to Cairo! imp Nee reat deal of dust — 

“ O away!” he desert. And there were plenty. 
- ytlemen——” flies—all sorts of flies—and the fies 
aie Ses pene ee Billy Bunter very much, 


“Noble 


‘and magnificent 


fat perspiring face attracted 
eral ing, 
would not have been called attractive 
Or perhaps tho traces of his last meal 
Peaks eae tal deed oe 
fast, Bunter bad dir a 
supply of Turkish Delight, and he 
was, sticky. ‘Tho Gies scemed’ to like 
Turkish Delight as much as Bunter did, 
It seemed to William George Bunter 
tS that ono, at least, of tho ancient plagues 
of Bgypt was ail onthe plague of fics 
He dabbed, and smacked, and smack 
and dabbed, but quite a'large party of 
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was awake again, and coughing snd 
splavaring: wildly. it was Bunter's 

legant oustom, ain he shut his o7em 
to open his mouth. "One of tho fies ba 
et investigating the spacious in- 
eHor. 

“Qooogh! Oooop! Grooogh I”? eplut- 
tered Bunter. He’ got tid of the Ay 
who was probably sorry he had entered 
by 1 he left. “Ow! I say, you 
follows, if you're not going to site T 
ink you might fan the flies off 8 fellow 
wae bas es nap! I really think 

- 








Bob Cher 





if I 00 anything to cackle 

ah re dove fon yout 
led, and ‘picked 

brush from the floor ‘ 


‘After 
Bob Cl 
a little f 





the carriage. It had been left there by 
tho man whose duty it was to flick the 
dust from the seats, 

“All serene, 


old fat _man—I'll fan 
“Go te, sloep—you're 


“Well, Keep thoso beastly flies off 
his 





met” grunted Bunter; and he cl 


ergs again behind his spectactes, 





of tho 
fan to snore, and Bob 
hor brush. "As it had boon 
used for dusting tho ‘carriage it was 
well charged with tho fine, almost 
impalpable dust, that blow. from the 
desert, That, howsvor could not be 














Tiberal backsheosh for his  services— helped. | Forhaps Bob did not notice 
auch ag they the flies of ‘Alexandria seemed to have it, or perhaps he did. Anyhow, he 
though ho was di made up thoir minds to accompany him fanned Bunter with tho foathor brush, 
sidor that ho to Cairo. Like the dragoman, they were ‘Tho flios fled. ‘There was a gurgling 
cs. roar from Billy Bunter, and ho woke 
“Did yom fellows bring mosquito UP oxain quit’ adden. 

not?” “asked Bunter. "£ think you “Ooogh! Groogh! Ococh! Woooh t 
ai but ‘id not own, Might have brought « fo net for Ow! I'm chook-chook-choking | Yurrgh 
pho was dead but would not lie down, So you jolly well know that T should Wharrer you doing you beste, smother, 
Disnised or not dismissed, Hassan want a nap in tho train! Soltshness all ing a fellow  with—oooogh !— dust? 
sade up his mind thet the Groyfriars Toondt you fellows ever think of Yurrergh !” 
BRrty  fould, not possibly dispense with srybody but yoursalves?™ added Bunter “Fanning you, ” 
ig Valuable tervicgss ee Feastically. “Yurrrragat Pt ahrieked 

‘Sir, Regi inald solace paneer My. esteemed idiotic Bunter—" Bunter. “Keep that thing away | 
A, Orr ror elena, the one, ell, shut up, anyhow,” said Qooooch !_ My nose is full of swooog! 
Pasa oo ed i ae ee we tho Famous Bunter.” “The train ‘makes enough dust! My mouths full of—gerrrgh— 
from tho adjoining ort ae on fe noise, without you fellows jawing when beastly dust! I say—groooogh |" 
ize watched him, with amused faces», & fellow wants to go to sloop. Wake me “Ha, ha, hal” 

Hing and splendid | gentleman!” Up ‘when we get to Cairo, “There's another fly,” said Bob 
surged Hassan almost tearfully. “Hassan “pity Bunter settled back his choerily, “just settling on your nose, 
is your frsecanes gamer and, closed his eyes behind his There—got him!” 

Go ame ea ig spectacles. “Yurrerggggh 1” splutt unter, 

At Colzo you will ant Haan at | ADowt you want to look at Earpt, the dust beak mhopbed oe tie tae hile 


at 
Tuzorerergwhorol Hassan knows all tanoed Peake Bob: Ghory. 





pL agin ha Harry, Wetton & Co. looked from 
“Yans, get off, old bean,” said Lord a iow with ti Py a4 
Mauleeiol Whe Si in ihe er ee ee cae 





with hie unole “Gi andria was only tho gateway of Egypt 


Bt the real Egypt wes unrolling before 
ae ia as 





BE Fete Bleck eyes: szimomt popeed nak 
is brown face ts the schoolboy carl ¢ 
Stopped « banknote foto his brown hand, {0Wth- Alexandria and the great Lal 
Lord Mauloverer sat down, supposing Marcctis disappeared behind. Wide 
that ho was done with the’ di arioy’ and rice began to ap 
But giving an rypt pear, and groups of ee soe 
Gena Bas ot Be ey mrel os Si Sis 9 eel vad 
with him. If Hassan had been attached $,d0nKey yoked together to a plough. 
to the part; ‘doubly and The now, Joatlad ox 

doubly snd on all sides. On the road that ran be- 
2 side the railway @ man in = tart 





































basa fand 2 djubbak was driving an Austin 

salaamed, and ealaamed, tll the juniors, Seen. A browntaced Cont. navigated 

‘Watching’ him, wondered that his back: 2, 5ie7le, winding among, camel-riders 

Bono did mot go. . eu alec Ga tree bees 
“Noble gentleman, Hassan is your “the train, held out brown. and 

Aragoman "Ho will serve you for sheicked Ba = 

ever! AE Caito, at Euxor, every: Osterergh 

here—" Te was © sudden snort from Billy 


“Go away!” said Sir Reginald. 
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Bunter, 
‘The juniors looked round at him. He 





nose,“ Atehoo— chooop — chooooop { 
Atchew—woop | Gug-gug-gug ” 

“He, he, he!” 

“Ow (Beast! Stoppit” _yalled 
Bunter. “Keep that thing away, I 
tell yg! Ow! Groogh! ” Atchooo— 
whoop 


“Don't you want me to fan the flies 
off?” ‘asked Bob. 

“Ow! Beast! No!” roared Bunter. 
“Leave thom alone! Mind your own 
business! Oh erikey | Atchoo—chooop | 
Billy Bunter snoozed frantically. Ow! 
Groogh! Leave 2 fellow alone, you 
beast! ooooch 1” 

“If that’s the way you thank a chap 
for fanning tho flies off —” 

“Ow! Beast! Yurrggh 

“He, ha, hal” 

“Some follows never seem to know 
what they want,” remarked Bob Cherry. 
“First he wants to be fanned, and then 
he doesn’t want to be fanned’! There's 
no pleasing some people. I shan’t fan 
Banter!” 


‘The plague of flies continued to give 


EVERY SATURDAY 





eed. 


‘Tho more dghtly Billy Bunter clung 


fo William Shakespeare's neck 
sloaming water, however, the animal 


stopped—suddenly 
" ‘the alr like a bullet 1 


Billy Bunter thoir best attention as the 
train hummed on southward. But Billy 
Bunter did not ask to bo fanned any 
more. Ho had had enough fanning. 


“Hore, sar! | Hassan. is your drago- 
man," You leavo all things to Hassan, 
Ho sop way thovo very troublesome 
Peoples 











Toh, my, batt, Wo. haven't lot 
Ren after all!” chuckled Bob 
THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. Hasen is your drag ae, ey om 
Bunter on @ Donkey 1 «ca i 
one 


* Huan take care of everything * 
protested tho dragoman. 
“Go away! roared Sir Reginald. 


“6 ges AIRO!” 
¢ . “Wako up, Buntor 
train clanged into 


. From the windows 
Harry Whatton & Gon had’ theie ret 
view of tho Pyramids of Ghizeh, towor- 
jesort in tho distance, blue- 











“Ha, ha, hat” 


ing over the — 





nat the burning sky of Egypt. e 

The ii ganged on hig the sixton hhooted the baronet. “Go 
stopped, and Harzy Wharton a 

ees 3 fat shoulder. Sok "Evidently the dragoman had travelled 


on the train from Alexandria, deter- 
mined not to be shaken off "by his 
gentlemen lords. ‘The juniors chuckled, 
Father entertained by the pertinaci 

the son of Suleiman. But Sir Reginald 
glared at him and stalked off, shepherd- 
ing his flock out of the station. But 
the juniors, glancing bs 

tassel in pursuit, ‘The 
following on. 

‘Whether they liked it or not, Hassin 
gavo them his services, driving off 
Importunate porters with volleys of 
Arabi or waves of his stick, shoving 
‘back the crowds of black and brown boys 
with things to sell—things of evory 
ble | kind 





Billy Bunter rubbed his yes, set his 
spectacles straight on his fat little nose, 
‘and grunted. The carriage door flew 
‘open, a swarm of porters appearing, 
clamouring for baggage. 

‘The juniors descended, brown hands 
fairly clutching st begs, sticks, every- 
thing they could clutch at. ‘They joined 
Sir Reginsld and Mauleverer, sur- 
rounded by jostling, gesticulating, 
babbling porters, black and brown. 
Ovoe the crowd” appeared, crimson 
tarboosh with a danci ‘i 
and a familiar voico was Be] a 








dragoman was 








‘the son of Seiciman’ aa ‘the ‘esa 
dragoman salaamed to the Greyfriars 
Pago, looking more than. over aa if bo 

‘8 spring in his backbone. 





“Donkey, 


‘sar? 








, saw tho gold 10? 


vil 
vill 
ha 
iad " i 


Hn 
tN ai mi i 


the faser the donkey carered, At the sight of the 
jowering Its head, ‘The next moment Bunter was shooting through 





‘A black donko 

tured imploringly, fo. 

to the pa iddonly that there wan 

nearly collision. “You ride a donkey; 

sar! His namo William Shakespeare, 

A Nery fine old donkey, sar 

rabio volleyed from Hassan, an 

the, donkey-boy._volleved back. an 
recoded. But Billy Bunter turno 

aclos on tho, sturdy 

black boy. 

‘get_in tho taxi,” 

‘Haven't ridden 

‘backed a hunter 


sour know.” 


oy shoutod and gos 
if, donkey up 











io 
donkey, and 

















“Oh, my hat! 
aii old" donkes, a5!" said the 
jonkey-boy "eager stapha, 
sar. "Bead donkey-boy in’ Cairo, "sar. 

iitiam Shakespeare, best. donkey, eat 





You rido um, sar. Handsome gentle: 

% a donkey 1” 

“You troublesome peoples, you go 

1 exclaimed Hassan, waving his 
SMy noble gentlemen no want 











sticl 
donke 











nter_nodded. Ho rather 
fancied ridiog while the other fellows 
acked ina taxicab. But if ho hed 
Boe cacesind Mawtoghets deettoticn 
of him as a, handsome” gentleman and 
froth lord “would have. sited tho 
oint. A donkey-boy who saw at a glance 
Bat. Billy Bunter was a handsome 
emany anda. great ford wan 8 
fonkey-boy to be onsoura 

eThat's all right,” out Banter, “rm 
Pe eg igh ely ipo 

(Continued on page 28.) 
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OPENING CHAPTERS OF A THRILLING OLD-TIME ROMANCE! 





The 


Vy, fi 


Mea 


i 
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Falcou! 
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Introducing HAL LOVETT and JERRY McLEAN, Knights of the Road. 


CHAPTER 1. 
‘The Mysterious Stranger ! 


YOUNG and strongly built boy 
pumped water from a wel 

‘and whon his bucket was full 
ti into tho, seullery 


A 






sown up. 
‘Tho youngster’s logs wore bare, and 
his a1 sd to above the elbow. 









Divesting himsolf of his coat and draw. 
ing off his shitt, ho plonged his head 
into the 

body and tht 

Ho dried hi 





shower 
is' what he 





aw. 
And below, upon ‘his glowing skin, 
tattooed mark, a red. falcon which 
stood with one foot raised, marvellously 
epicted. a, é 
‘or some time the youngster studied 
the bird az ho had so often done before, 
then ho slipped into shirt and tattered 
coat, emptied out tho dirty water, and 
brought back the bucket—just as the 
strect door bell rang. 
‘Hal Lovett, for. such was the 
youngster’s name, hastened out into the 


oR i 
ere, blocking out the sunshi 
which filtered into Wych Street, he 
8 broad-shouldered, big-limbed man. 
“Samuel Lovett in?” domanded 
intruder. 
“No,” answered the boy. 
‘Tho man strode farthor into the shop. 
His keen, brown eyes swept the counter 
littered with s piled disarray of second- 
‘Tre Mscner x.—No, 1,279. 
























hand clothes, roamed the shelvos packed 
with articles of all kinds, hats and boots 
and shoes, canes and swords and odds 
‘and ends’ of discoloured. finery—overy- 
thing, second-hand; studied the cheap 
and faded furniture, 

His three-cornered hat was pushed 
back on his head, his scarlet waistcoat 
showed a brilliant patch of colour 
against the sombre hue of his coat, 
Rid brown-topped boots 
pur, ‘2. nowly-starchod 
cravat completed his attire. 

Hal looked at tho colebrated Bow 
Stroot Runner in awe, 

“Anything T ‘gan do for you, Mr. 










another behind the counter and studied 
carefully tho contents. “I wanted a 
Word with him; that’s all, just a word. 

‘Mr, Coograve's koon eyes. still war 
dered. “He peeped into the scullery, 
‘walked up threo stairs into the parlout 
and locked around, then came down 
again, fumbling his staff with the royal 
grown on top as he completed his survey. 
‘The, back to the door be went, and 
pulled it open to's brazen plang. 

‘His eyes hold Hal's. ie 

“Just you tell your father that Martin 
Cosgraye called, will you, mo lad? he 
said. “'Martin’ Cosgrave’ tho Runner.” 
“That all, sir?” asked the boy. 
“No! Add this. A little bird bas 



























you know what 
“No,” answered Hal. 


iat'd mean, boy.” 


“Transportation,” said the Bow 
Street Runner, "Transportation ;_ of 
else a ride to Tyburn Trea” ‘Then Mr. 
Cosgrave's hard face. relaxed into & 
mile. "You're bright boy, Hal,” be 
Sdded. “I've allus liked you. And 
Bust me if T know how you came to be 
Uke you are with sech «father as Sem 


ct 
‘With that, he pulled the door to with 





x8 








& slam and went off with slow and 
measured strides beneath tho over 
hanging gables, of tho houses in Wych 
Street, followed by ® hundred furtive 
eyes. 

‘Martin Cosgrave had visi 
Lovett’s shop in Wych Bt 
and Hal had novor beon af 
But bo was unoasy now. 

ing, andl cleverly ‘ducked the 

washing blow his fathor hurled at him 
But be could not get it 

a clever boy. Ho noticed 
father ala Teer tie trate 


hop, but there were times 
jad plenty of gold to squander 


















in his, raj 
when be 
in drink. 







ah 

Hi father was upstairs 
recovering from ® drinkiug bout, is 
other bed gone out, und the boy was 
ind, becauso hor ‘constant’ nagging 
fretted him more than his father's blows, 

Wal hed been told to look after the 


ma 

was sitting on the counter 
ing, his bare logs when 
darkened, the glass panes of the shop 
door, and e hand lifted the latch. 

‘The man who entered the shop was a 
beggar. ‘There was nothing remark- 
able in thet. Such mea bad oftea 
called before, ee 

But the thing thet did strike Hal as 
cyanea ace 

gear peered at him out of eyes 
seemed all 


in the parlour, 








Slowly tho man came towards him 
with his head bent es if to #00 the 


Better. 
“Hal stopped breathing. He was not 
afraid, only there, was something un 
canny’ about tho man. 
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with the right, and the boy saw again 
the flash of the diamond ring. 
‘A beggar with a diamond ring! 

















ather-stained rag. of a cloak 
clogs about him was smooth, and tho 
‘nails carefully trimmed. ‘The boy's eyes 
travelled to the man’s fect, His shoes 
Blthy. ‘They had not been cleaned 
long’ time, Hal judged, but they 
wore expensive shoes and soundly soled 
and heeled. 
“AY said the stranger, br 

tho silence, “Take me to your 


ae 
1 slipped off the counter and dodged 
ava 

What mame?” he asked. 

“Tho name doom't matter,” answored 


come and see your boy, Lovett, but I’m 
afraid he will not do—no, assuredly, he 
Ee cua: been fright. 

iome. boys vo been fr 
ened, but not so Hal Lovett, he had 
never been afraid. He kept on wonder- 
ii hat had brought Mr. Who to his 
father’s shop, and why he should figure 
2 the pretended beggar’s calculations 
‘Once again their eyes met and held 
their gaze. Thon tho stranger released 
: By baci be 
tho stranger, as ho pulled the brim of savage! lar, spun him 

9 battered felt hat down farther to through tho door and cuifed him into 
shield his eyes. “Tell him Mr. Who.” the shop. 

ial held his, broath.. His eyes hed _ “You stay thero and watch the door,” 
caught the ‘diamond as tl Hal’s father growled. “And let mo 
‘man raised his right hand, Mr. Who’s know the moment anyone calls.” 
Yolco was smooth and cultured, too, in He atrode back into the parlour again, 
sito of his altempta to coarsen ite tone. closing the door behind him. " 

‘The boy turned to deliver the mossay Hal did not stay in the darkening 
—and saw his fother standing wt the shop. Instead, ‘he’ oropt ack tothe 
head of the threo steps leadi parlour door. After all, he felt safer 
parlour, With the door closed." ’ 

Gaunt and uly, hie hair tumbled, hie The boy ‘had, never. listened before. 
other alained. ad unbrushod, Satauel Thore was something mean about eaves: 

ait of tho mostoriows 


were 
for 





























leading to 





Lovett towered over Hal te ho 








Pinch of muff, stranger intri im, and he set bi 
aT Gou're: not Ti ear to the keyholo. = 
n't ho tho right to listen, sino 
OU bleed, you youn, . he knew they wero discussing him ? 
bloodshot eyes | Mr. Who was talking in a low voice, 





ovett, glaring thror 
ab his son. "Look after thea 
Como in, Mr. Who, 

the murmur of voices from the par- 
lour whore the door stood ajar wor 
Hal as he romained in the shop whi 


but his tone was 90 rich Hal could hear 
almost every word, 

“It ig the boy, right onough, Lovett: 
which is as well for you, for’ if you’ 
lied I'd have sent you to the Aulks. 


OP. 








the shadows. deepened. Since, it is five any 
‘A, droning imuraur ét lowered volces thing badheg ter ae 
talking about whom and what? listing oy held his breath, 





No doubt. i 
your movements, why— 
“ shall attend Drury Lano Thoatro 
tonight. | Kemblo is appoaring in 
‘Hamlet’” Mr. Who's voice was 


oultured now. 
you be carrying anything 


‘Alter ‘while, tho boy ‘cr 
threo stairs and drow as near 
one (Goer as Re daro. iiss tow a 
fal was growing up, Only a fow da; 

back the tl rht of fleeing » trom howe 
had entered his mind for the first time. 
noy After all, 

ther whom 


ry you could toll me 
to the a 











before 


go.” 
“T would like to seo it now.” 
Hal scuttled like a startled rabhit, 
noiselessly and on tiptoe, back into tho 
shop, and he was bunched lazily on the 4 
gounter top when his father came to 
fotch hin. 

Samuel Lovett’s clutching hand hurt 
a ho dragged Hal into the dingy per- 
jour. 

‘The boy almost fell as his father 
hurled him towards Mr. Who. 

“Look and seo!” growled Lovett, 
glaring savagely at his eon, 

Mr. Who seized Hal by the collar of 
his coat and drow him with surprising 
ease—such was his strength—into the 
ough dirty 








im Tight that streamed 
window-panes. 

“There, ao he held the lad tightly with 
his left ‘hand, he tore Hal’s shirt back 


JERRY McLEAN Hal’s bosom pal. 






re) 


gn your person worth tho priggin’?” 

Yt. was Semuol Lovett speaking, 
“Assuredly. Even a diamond—2 
Heal lost the last word as Mr. Who 

lowered his voice, but it sounded like 


pert 

“Fil seo the boy is there, I'll bo 
co 

before you've 


‘mye Bu 
ou want your 

earned teh? Hal “heard 
Strangor’s voico shill. “Well, I don't 
minds But this time seo that ‘you pro- 


erly earn itt” 

‘Hite Ustening boy heard the dull chink 
of money, and, peeping in at tho. key- 
hole, saw Samual Loveit snatch a bag 
putso ‘up from the table and pour out 
Of it into hie palm w rain of golden 
guineas, 

‘In his excitoment Hal had held his 
yon." Ho at go now with a aah 
bing. gasp, and both men wheeled and 
faced the door, 

“What was that?” 

Hal tore like the wind along the pas- 
sago, turned into n darkened oon, 
snatshed a rusilight ‘from a. groasy 
candlestick, and raced with this ip tho 
Seep shir, up and up to bis yarret 
above. 





th 








‘The Boy Becomes a Man ! 








window. 

‘Hal eat on tho end of a shaky bed 
ith ateo upon Si knee: he’ un 
fight burned ‘upon 
he bent double in order’ to read. ‘tho 








id taught himsolf to read. | Iho ting: 
of ‘the stroct door bell sounded 

clearly, but be did not move or run to 

the window to watch Mr. Who going 

home, “His reading absorbed him. For 

tho samo reason fhe did not hear hi 

fathor's heavy tread upon the creaking 

ira, 
ples, door, whined 
hel 

























could not even scratch their namos? 
For & moment Samuel Lovett wae 
nt. | ‘Then his rough voico boomed 
‘Didnt tell you to mind theo 
“Dida 7u to mind 7 
epiith a tart Hal ok dom 


to come up here and read.” 

“Had toch? And you didn’t like 
that man? 

Samuel Lovett cracked the whip. 
_“T didn’t like him, You were’ plot- 
ting something about me. Hoe didn't 
come to find me employment.” | Hal 
rouched back against the wall, watch- 
ing nervously the thy roach of 
the powerfully-built man.” “You shan't 
use that whip on me!’ 

“Shan’t I?” said 
"Tee whiplaat apt fromm the dich 

3 winplash leapt from the drivin 
hard; but witha ligieainerlike leer 
Hal sprang aside, ond the swishing 
thong struck against the wall. 

The next moment the boy had dodged 
the cumbersome bully, and was close to 
the window. 

"Taz Macxer Lasnanr,—No. 1,279. 










Samuel Lovett. 


% 


But Samuel Lovett was agile—quick. 
He cleared the truckle bed and barred 
the way to the door. Then leaping in, 
he swung the biting thong about Hal's 
middle. 

Hal did not ory out—did not wince. 
Long yoara of endurance had hardened 








him’ to Samuel Lovett’s cruelty. Ho 
searoely felt tho cutting bito of the lash, 

Something ‘had happoned, to Hal to- 
day. Ho had ison from his poverty- 


stricken bed a boy. But now ho folt 





‘Not, 
Why, ho loved to whip this boy of 
It would be sweet to keep on Inshing 
YOaT he se ‘iim oy." find to, ths 

‘ong flashed out again, biting deep 
into the boy's shoulder. 

This timo Hal felt pain. Springing 
aside, ho stoopod, 1nd, picking up the 
broken ‘chair, huirled it at tho man’s 
ea 














‘His aim was truo and the chair hard. 
Lovett dropped as if ho had beon pole: 

xed and lay half stunned upon the 
dirty boards. 

‘Pho boy snatched tho whip out of his 
hand, and, standing within distance, 
Iushed tho bully as fast as he could ply 





the thong. 
You aro not my father,” he 
weithing, squirming ‘villain. “I 


souldn’t have such a father 
Fm not like yout I don’t think like 
you! I don’t look like youl I hate 
oul You're a thief, a receiver, 
frunkon loafer! T’m—not—going—to— 
stay—hero—any—morot  Tim—going— 
ava 

Every word was punctuated by a 
blow, and, as the thong bit deep in the 
man's- soft, flesh, Samuol Lovett rolled 
over on his hands and knees and un- 
steadily regained his feot. 

“You beggar’a brat!” he screamed. 
“Pil make you pay for this ! 
With arms raised to protect hi 
Lovett plunged in, but Hal sprang to 
beat him off with the Iash- 


























Hal hurried on past dimly iNuminated 
on eee 

He was no ‘2 boy, he reckoned, 
for he had beaten Samuel Lovett; be 
was a man, and he was freo! 








(djoining Claro Market, until 
it began to rain. ‘Then, his 

naked fect growing numbed, 
he wandered under the piazza of Covent 
Garden for shelter. It was there that 
he met Jerry McLean. 

MoLean was leaning against one of 
the columns, hands » staring 
out at the drizzle. 

His fine clothes were shabby, only his 
gravat being clean, His weatherworn, 
hat, was sot sidewise on his curly head, 
and his hands were thrust deep into his, 


ets. 

MeLean's young and handsome face 
was marked and lined from the effects 
of dissipation, but his hard expression 
relaxed and softened as ho recognised 
hs bare-footed boy. 


he asked. 


Id his tale breathlessly. 

“Funds aro low, lad,” said McLean, 
as soon as the boy had finished, “but 
‘we must have @ cup of coffee and talk 
over this.”” 

Jn the shelter of a cosy pow ino 
common coffee-houso frequented by 
Covent Garden porters MoLean asked a 

















hundred questions, and over, 
the bos’s tale, 

“Strap mo, but it's deuced odd,” ho 

id, his blue eyes. sparkling. “You 
talk’ of a beggar with a diamond ring, 
& bag of gold and an appointment, at 
Drury Lano Theatre to-night, H’m! 
Let’s look at that falcon, Ind!”” 





bared his body, snd McLean 
stared long at the tattooed sign, 
“Queer?” ho muttered. 


there are two courses to pursue.” ‘Tho 


first and safest is to get right away fe 


from theso parts. You could come and 


share rooms with me—only, like you, bo: 


‘tho door an ih < a 
ing whip. I'm homeless and penniless. I haven't 
‘flpplog over a knot in the boards, any rooms. My last coppers havo gone 
Lovett’ wmbled. hoavil tovpay for the coffess 
<APan sorry,” said Hal impulsively. 
“Nover bo sorry, boy. It gota you 
nowhere. A year ago I was rich. But 
not Tran through a fortuno,"and now I'm 
y l, as —poor. But a time, and I'm 
hurled tho whip into's datkened corner not sorry.” a 


of the garret. “I'm going away!” 
“You'll come back to-night, 
hoar?” mumbled the dazed man. 
“T'm your father, You'll bo at Drury 
Lano Theatro tonight when the play- 
goers turn out, I want you there” 
Sotting his arms akimbo, Hal stared 
down with a smile at tho man he had 


hipped. 
“Because, of what you plotted with 
Mr. Who?” he asked jecringly. 
“You listened, su thieving pup!” 
nid tho ‘bully, ashe. rose unsteadily. 
“Why, eq, beoauso of that. “Te means 
money 
“Perhaps,” mocked the boy, “I'll be 
there!” And then, as Lovett made a 
sudden spring, he crashed the door to 


dye 





30 that the man fell against it, and I 


pelted down the steep, winding ‘stairs 





and through tho shop, out into the 
narrow, cobbled street. 
Day had gone. A moon hung up 


above tho overhanging caves of 
gabled: houses. 


the gives your father a bag of 


and dirty slothes that were slightly out 
of fashion, the wreck of a dandy who 
‘ones had been, 

“Since we have no home, and 


gan be made among the dandies whon by. 


fhe theatre tums out, boy,” he went on, 
“we come to course number two. ‘That 


in"wo can go to, the theatre as your 

ates and Cage ye he 

tneane to play. ‘There, boy, we ean bare 

Srothge Took’ at “the ‘mysterious Mr. 
the 


tie colle, bad warmed Hal, His 
right eyes danced as he leaned 
the table between them. = 
“That's what I want,” he said breath- 
“y"want to know who this Mr. 


‘McLean drummed his fingers on the 
table. 
“A beggar with & diamond 





ring, who 
and 
attends a theatre wearing a diamond— 


“Now, lad, Sam 


THE MAGNET 


star, didn’t you say, my boy? Why, 
Tehink Td like to know him, too!” 
Te was neatly midnight when Hal and 
Jerry Toft" the cheap coffee 
hurried to near-by Drury 
Rain was dripping down and the 

‘cobbled roads woro full of puddles, 
No sanger” auociation “than thas 
Betecn Aefrtn, te broken ma about 

| and Hall, the bare-logged, ray 
ne ost 
Meir friendship had. begun three 
weeks ago when a gusty wind had blown 
MoLeon's hat from his head. ‘Mal had 
run in chase of it, had saved it, from, 
Boing into an open gutter, and had 
Brought it back to its owner. McLean, 
having nothing £0 do, had’ stayed. to 
gossip with the boy, liking his intelli 
ence, his good looks, and his happy, 
ight eyes, “They had mot many tangs 


















ing arms, shouting “by your 
leave!” as thoy went by. 

Loafers hung about watching the well- 
dressed audience with envious oyos. 

‘As MoLean and Hal pushed their way 
to the front, the boy could sce men and 
women of fashion crowding the, theatre 
foyer. “Diamonds flashed. Rich sills 





and fine laces and radiant beauty made 





wary, 
this "Mr 


you thought of th 
Hal's keen oyes searched, the crowd, 
in tho 






sn his eyes, wane 

the “Bgure of 
‘thor camo lurch- 
ing along, fuddied with liquor, and his 





feet unsteady, 
“yy father’s coming,” whispered the 


















‘Ay,” answered McLean, wi 
“but if he's wiso, he'll keep his 
off you.” 

Lovett came closer and caught may ee 
of Hal. But the ved had no eyes 
him now, for he had caught sight of 
tall and fant man, who fa od his 

yusly among the theatro 


way cpu 
throng until he passed the yawning 
joors. 

‘There ho stood, dressed in the height 
of fashion, ids flashing on his 
fingers, his powdered head thrown 
haughtily back, a gold-mounted cane in 
his right hand, a small sword dangling 

his sido, tho mystorious Mr. Who! 

‘Hal stared at him in wonder, 
's left bronst blazed o 
ie Star of the Garter, 
is silk waistcoat swept the 
Garter ribbon. 

Very handsome indoed looked Mr. 
Who, very. graceful, his shapely legs, 
clad’ in silk stockings, euding with 


tlegant buckled shoes. 
‘McLean bent forward seeing Hal so 


absorbed, 
“What's the matter, boy?” be asked. 
curly hoad and lifted 


mi 
Hal turned hi 
up his startled eyes. 
“It’s him—it’s, Mr. Who—” 
A heavy hand suddenly dropped on 
Hal's shoulder and urged him forward, 
Samuel Lovett had found his boy! 
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“So, I've got ’eo at last, have I?” ho 
stormed. “I'll teach ‘ee,’ you gallows 
rat 1” 


‘Hal was urged forward in the direo- 
tion of Mr. Who, who stepped down to 
aect a splendid carriage, at whose open 
door stood a funkey bowing low. 

‘Hal broke away from Lovett, but was 
instantly seized again. 

‘A moment later Hal found himself 
struggling among the well-dressed men 
‘and women of the theatre. Ho looked 
up into the devilishly handsome fa0e. of 

fr, Who, whose eyes smouldered evilly 
1s ho looked dawn, 

It scomed to Hal that_a sign flashed 
between the swell and Samuel Lovett. 
Thon Hal found himself hurled ‘right 
‘against tho clegant Mr. Who, who 
Played the role of beggar in’ the aftor- 
hoon, and rich lord at night. 3 

Mr. Who staggered, recovered him 
self and seized Hal in an iron grip. 

In ono brief second the diamond star 
had beon torn from his silk coat by the 
dirty, greedy, grasping hand of Samuel 
Lovoit and thrust into the gaping pocket 
‘of the boy's ragged jacket. 

Just as swiftly as he had ripped she 
diamond star from tearing silk, Samuel 
Lovett backed away 

Hal tried to free himself, but Mr. 


Who's h 
how ‘Mr. Who. 
“This boy has robbed me 

“Tho watch! Police yelled tho 
crowd. “Betch the Runners i” 

“By gad, no!” bawled McLean, who 
had toon everything, and snow ‘came 
bursting through the ‘excited crowd. 

He found himself close to Sam Lovott, 
and. smashed a heavy 


















yunch into, the 

rascal’s eyil face ag it bobbed near him, 
Aropping him heavily to the ground. 

fal, with a desporato effort, broke 


aay from Mx Who, 

“Dv done nothing” ho cried. 

With a lightning spring, tho dandy 
closed with him and gripped him again, 
Eriskng bis cont collar so tightly roun 
hig throat as to almost choko him, 

“You robbed me of my diamond 
star” hissed Mr. Who. 

“Te’s not, true—it's not true—” 

Hal fought desperately, but the crowd 
closed in. ? 

Then, with heaving shoulders, half a 
dozen ‘Runners from up the street 
shouldered tho crowd aside and soized 
Hig and held him fast, wae 

“What's the trouble, my lord!” 

in Cosgrave, a8 ho confronted 

















‘Mr, Who, 
“'This gutter boy robbed me of my 


diamond Star, You wil find 

oi snared Sts, Who, wiping 
ips with dainty lece handkerchiet 
‘Martin Cosgrave’s big, fat hand wont 
into Habs pocket, and came out again 
holding fast the diamond star. 

“"And Iveallod to war your father,” 
said tho Runner, with © twisted. grin, 
“TY allus liked yoo, boy. But 1 might 
have ‘Known. you" wero brought “up 
Wrong, and. would end on the gallons, 
‘This will moan tho hulks or trateporte: 
tion, as sure as Y'm a Runner? 

“Bat I dida't steal the star! 
va 

“He came tight up to mo and snatched 
it from my coat said Mfr. Who, “I 
have never known such daring! ‘Take 
figs away 

8p, by thunder, no f 

Mebean came again, fighting his way 

to Haleide "Whth betty pone, he 
Kocked ‘a Runner down, thea tors 
Goograve's hand from Hale coat, 
__ An instant later, as the Runners closed 
in ith Read doa, shouders heszing, 
a ing, he ‘was fighting like 
madman to try to rescue Hale = 








rt 





is raised 


Hal Lovett crouched back against the window, watching nervously the stealthy 


approach of the powerfully built man. 





“You shan’t use that whip on me! 


he cried. “*Shan’t 12” sald the bully, “ We'll see, then I” 


best to help, but was 
Handcuffs sn 








a 

‘Then McLean, still Sighting hand and 
foot, mith a bandouff dangling from 
his ‘left, wrist, legs spread wide, and 
head butting, made his last gamo stand. 

Six Runners bore him down, using 
him ‘brutally becauso of his desperate 
resistance, and a few minutes Iater 
was hurried to Bow Street Police 
Station and charged. 

Hal, dazed, and with handouffs on his 
wrists, looked wonderingly at McLean, 

handsome face was cut and 
‘and bleeding. 

“Courage, boy!” said McLean, lick- 
ing dry lips. 

And then the stranger, known to Hal 
a “Mr. Who,” looking remarkably dis- 
tinguished in a sinistor way, drawled 
out his story. 

“The boy had brushed into him and 
stolen his diamond star, He hoped and 
trusted the young vi be 
hanged 2” 

“It's » plot!” shouted Hol 
able to speak in his excitement 
man is Mr. Who! He camo to my 
father’s shop to-day disguised as a 
beggar. They planned to do this to 
bese 


“Tho boy is dangerous!” drawled the 
splendidly "dressed *T om 

io Earl of Huniford. Seo, to it that 
jour, prisoners are properly ironed, for, 
Should they eccape, come of you would 
pay dearly for it” 

“Ye lord,” said Cosgrave, the 
Runner, nodding his heed ‘and costing 
‘8 surprised glance at Hal Lovett. 








in would 















is voioo rang 
in defiant protest, and Hal heard him 
call out, but the gruff voices of tho 
Runners’ drowned his words. 

‘Two burly men burried Hal to a prison 
cell, into which they hurled him. 

‘The boy dropped on ono knoe, 
regained his balanco, and rose. 

As ho turned, the heavy door swung to 
with a clang, and Hal found himself in 
utter darkness, He hoard iron bolts 
shot home and a key turn, then the 
sound of retreating footsteps, 

The coll measured about twelve fect 
by six, and Hal found a coarse mat 
thrown against an anglo of thew 
On this mat ho throw himself, lying 
comfortably ag his handouffed wrists 
would allow. 

As ho Jay there, he pondered uy 
the amazing double identity of the Harl 
of Huntford and the mysterious Mr. 
Who, and wondered what had brought 
an éarl to Samuel Lovett’s rag shop 
that day, and why tho earl should have 
slotted with his father to lay this trap 
for him. For that the earl and Mr. 
Who were one and the same person 
Hal had not the slightest doubt. 

He had found no solution of the 
pizele when, towards the morning, he 
‘ceased his restless turning and tossing, 
and mercifully fell fast asleep. 
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(Here's an intriguing start to one of 
the most thrilling highwayman stories 
ever written. Mind you read next 
week's sensational chapters. Mean- 
while, introduce Hat Lovett and Ferry 
McLean to your pale—they'd just tore 
to read of their exciting adventures.) 
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HARRY WHARTON & CO. 
IN EGYPT! 
(Continued from page 23.) 


coke, Hassan! I say, you fellows, Pl 
follow you in that taxi.” 

With the eager help of Mustapha, 
Billy Bunter mounted the donkey. Sir 
Reginald Brooke glanced round to seo 
‘that all tho party was there. 

“Where is Bunter?” ho exclaimed. 

ad! ‘There he is, nunky,” 
Mavlevorer, “on that donkey 
eyeglass fixed on 

Ho frowned, 
“Get off 


id 





Sir 
Bunter in astonishment. 
“Bunter!” ho rapped out. 
that donkey, you absurd boy! Get into 


Roginald’s 


the cab! Bunter-—” 

“Here, hold him!” roared Bunter, in 
alarm. 

Bunter had settled down quite com- 
fortably into ‘the red” saddio while 
Mustapha, held the donkey." But 
William ‘Shakespeare, the’ done, did 
not secm 30 comfortable. Probably 
Trad mover borne a woight like Buntor's 

He was a strong and sturdy 
‘and looked quite fresh and 
But Bunter’s weight was more 











not seem to like it. 

‘He turned his head round inquiringly 
at Buuter and stared at him, and then 
jumped and threw up his heol 

‘There was a ronr from Bunter as he 
Bogan” to. play cup-and-ball in the 
adie. Up went Bunter and down 
ain. up again and d 
he dropped tho reins and ch 
donkey's neck, 

“T aay, you fellows!” yelled Bunter, 
“Hop 

“Ha, ha, hat” 

“Yarooh! Stoppim! Lemme 
Holp!” roared Bunter, “Catch 
his logs! Catch hold of 
‘Yaroooop 1” 


domes 


Willem “Shakespeare seemed only to 
gol more excited. Ho dung out his heels Pi 
wildly, and Mustapha 

Another crash of tho sticl started 
Willian Shakespeare off at a gallop. 
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old of 
je tail 
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ok s27, gos fllors” howled Bunter, 
clinging’ Erantically to 5 
eck SE say! Help! Yaroooop 
Sela, ha, ha!” 
Howls of serie followed Billy 
enter ‘as he disay red on the donkey 





into the crowds of Cairo. Sir Roginel 
‘sno! juniors chortl 
Tranter vamiais siatine te te wa et 


his mettlesome charger, and they-started 


for the hotel, hoping that the Owl of the Hz 


Remove would strive there ia one piece. 

Te seemed like some fearful nightmare 
to Billy, Bunter. These. aro. mavy 
Strange sights in the strects of Cairo~ 
But the strects of Cairo had never seen 
2 stranger sight then that of William 
Shakespeare, the donkey, » carecring 
along with the fat Owl clinging franti: 
tally to his hairy neck. 

‘That desperate clutch on his neck 
seemed to add the last straw to William 
Shakespeare's excitement. He dashed 
mong” motor ars, taxicabs, camel 
Wolerecarriers, sherbet-scilers, donkeys 
and donkey-boys, with Bunter clinging 
to his neck like’s limpet to a rock, Miure 
feo ras lost in the’ crow But be 

ind the runaway donkey gleamed 4 te 
tarboosh, "and a gold tassel “danced— 
Vinssan, the dragoman wes in pursuit. 
But Hassan ‘could. not overtake tho 
donkey. William Shakespeare. was on 
hhis mettle, and he gave an exhibition of 
speed. seldom ‘cqvalled by a Cairo 
donkey. 

“Ow! Wow! Ow! Help} Rescue! 
oooop ” gurnled Bunter.“ sa 
fellows —"Oh orikes ! St 
him!” Taay, help! Yarood 

William Shekospeare carcered onward. 

‘The streets of Caizo passed Bunter 
a kaleidateope. He ‘whisked part motor: 
cars and trams, camels and. bioyeles ! 
‘The faster the donkey carcered tho more 
tightly Bonter ching to his neck, and tho 
more ey, he clung to the ‘donkey's 
eck, ‘the fester Wiliam Shakespeare 
carodred. 

‘There was a gleam of water in front 
of Bunter, I was tho Nile! And 
William Shakespeare, at long last, 
Ralted. Had" not the’ Nile been there 
sho onkoy might realy ‘have carried 
Bunter gnward,past the Sphinx and tho 

Byrumiae inteite Labres Dewsct Bore 
tunately the Nito was there? William 
Shakespeare stopped—suddents, “lower- 
ing hit heed 






































i} ordinary burden. 





William Shakespeare trotted away, no 


doubt relieved to bo rid of his extra. 
ily Bunter sat i 
mud and shallow water and roared. 

‘A brown hand dragged him out. 

My fine gentleman, you trust Hassan. 
fassan is your dragoman !” 

“Grooogh! Ooaoch | Wooogh !” 


“Where's Bunter?” 

“Lost!” 

“No such luck !” 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Look!” 

Harry ‘Wharton & Co, had lunched 
and come .out on the balcony of Shep- 
heard’s Hotel, in Cairo, Bunter had not 
But as they looked down 
{rgm the balcony at the motley cromd 

low, they sighted him—turning up at 
last. ‘He was muddy, he was dusty, be 
Jooked tired, and ho’ looked cross. It 
vas cuident that his donkey-tide bad not 
agreed with him, Hass ha gine 
alg brown face, was bringing him iny 
tnd ho helpod Bxintor up the steps to tho 
balcony, whero innumerable oyes wero 
fixed on him, and innumerable faces 
wero wroathed in smiles. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! 
dg?” roared Bob Cherry 


ast 
“Had a good time?” chuckled Lord 
Mauleverer. 

faevers 

Bunter rolled into the hotel. 
salaamed to the Greyfriars fellows, 
salaamed to Sir Reginald, 

“Hassan is your dragoran, my gentle. 
gyn lords he anid." When you want 
Hrawan, he always hore!” 

Sir Reginald opened his lips to asy 
“Go away!” but he closed them again. 
Hassan hed established hit claim, | So 

















Enjoyed your 





Hassan 
Ho 








Jong as Harry Wharton & Co; remit 
Bayt, Hassan wos going to be their 
Grogoman, And that was that 


‘THE END, 


(The next yarn én this grand holiday 

acries is Detter than ever chums, Make 

“TRE LURE OF 

Its full 
of fire and amasing adventures.) 
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Te INN 


i Passes 


x Miystrry/ fesse 


AUGENT 





Os 's advanced to the four, maki 
‘And then Jack Jolly & 
ig hap 


roped the wo 
mP?beean co ale 





a. 
While 





you al 
Hallo, hallo! 


the manacles roady, Jim?” 
asked one of the porlicomen,’ as they 
reached the cells. 


do you thin 
asked Merzy, some" 


> Re ih wt 

a Sasa 
"The Head!” cride Frank Fearless. taking you out of the the other, and a 
Peo fe chat sestee as Cae indo aber! 
Meek 








of other hikers who 
‘& Co. 








Roneth : Sa daly 2 On| eet ee! 
‘ack Jolly lasted. think ies’ a ‘ufo to stay here?” ide, wi direction he fensi ° he 
‘aw Macner Linsiny.—No. 1,279, “Safe aa housee(* replied Jack Jolly had taken in their hiking toor. “Back up, you follows,” said Frank 








